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EARL OF ROSCOMMON. 
AN ESSAY 

O N 
TRANSLATED VERSE. 

HAPPY that author,, whofe correa * effay 
Repairs {o well our old Horatian way : 
And happy you, who (by propitious fate) 
On great Apollo's facred ftandard wait. 
And with ftrift difcipliae inftruftcd ritjht, 
Have learn'd to ufe your arms before you light. 
But fince the prefs, the pulpit, and the ftage, 
Confpire to cenfure and expofc our age : 
Provok-d too far, we refolutely muft, 
To the few virtues that we have, be juft. 

* John Sheffield duke of Buckinghamlhirc. 
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214 hoscomSion's: poems. 

For who have long'd, or who have laboured more 

To ^arch the treafures of the Roman (lore ; 

Or iHg in Grecian mines for purer ore ? 

The noblefl fruits tranfplanted in our ifle 

With early hope and fragrant bloflbms fmilc. 

Familiar Ovid tender tlioughts infpires, 

And nature feconds all his loft defircs : 

Theocritus docs now to us belong ; 

And Albion's rocks repeat his rurjil fong. 

Who has not heard how Italy was bleft, 

A^ye the Medes, above the wealthy Eaft } 

Or Gallus' fong, fo tender and fo true, 

As ev*n Lycoris might with pity view ! 

When moiirning nymphs attend their Daphnis^' hearfei 

Who does not weep that reads the moving verfe 

But hear, oh hear, in what exalted drains 

Sicilian Mufes through thefe happy plains 

Proclaim Satiurnian times— our own Apollo reigns ! 

When France had breath'd, after inteftine broils, . 
And peace and conqueft crown 'd her foreign toils, 
There (cultivated by a royal hand) 
Learning grew faft, and fpread, and bleft the land ; - 
The choiceft books that Rome or Greece have known, 
Her excellent tranflators made her own : 
And Europe ftill confidcrably gains, 
Both by their good example and their pains. 
From hence our generous emulation came, 
We undertook, and we perform'd the fame. 
But now, we fliew the world a nobler way, 
And in tranilatcd vcrfc do more than they ; 

Serene 
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SerenCy and clear, hairnonious Horace fio^ys^ 

With fweetnefs not to be ex{A[^ in profc : 

Degrading proie exf^ains his meaning ill* 

And (hews the ftuff, but not the workman's fluU : 

I (who have ferv'd him more than twenty ycArs) 

Scarce know my raaft^ as he there appears. 

Vain anp our neighbours hopes, and vain their cart*. 

The fault is more their language's than theirs : 

^Tis cdurtly, florid, and abounds in words 

Of fofter found than ours jpcrhaps aflfords ; 

But who did ever in French authors fee " 

The comprehenfiye Englifti energy ? 

The weighty bullion of one fterlmg line, 

Drawn to French wire, would through whole pages fliinc* 

I fpeak my private, but impartial (enfc, 

WitlH^reedom, and (I hope) without offence j 

For I '11 recant, when France can flicw nic wit, 

As fbrohg as ours, and as fuccinctly writ. 

' ris true, compofing ii^ the nobler part. 

But good tranilation is nO caiy art. 

For though materials have lonji; fiiice been found. 

Yet both your fancy and your hands arc bound ; 

And by improving what was writ before, 

Invention labours lefs, but judgment moie. 

The foil intended for Pierian feeds 
Muft be well purg'd from rank pedantic weeds, 
Apollo ftarts, and all Parnaffus Ihakcs, 
At the rude rumbling Baralipton makes. 
For «one have been with admiration read. 
But who (bclide their learning) were well bred. 

P 4 Th^. 



4iiS ROSCOMMON'S POEMS. 

The firft great work (a talk pcrform'd by few J 
Is, that yourfelf may to yourfelf be true : 
No maflt, no tricks, no favour, no rcfervc ; 
Diile^ your mind, examine every nerve. 
Whoever vainly on his ftrength depends, 
Begins like Virgil, but like Maevius ends. 
Tkat wretch (in ipite of his forgotten rhymes) 
Condemn'd to live to all fucceeding times. 
With pompous nonfenfe and . a bellowing found 
Sung lofty Ilium, tumbling to the ground. 
And (if my Mufe can through paft ages fee) 
That noify, naufeous, gaping fool was he ; 
Exploded, when with univerlal fcom. 
The mountains labour'd and a moufe was bom. 

Learn, learn, Crotona's brawny wreftler cries. 
Audacious mortals, and be timely wife ! 
^Tis I that call, remember Milo's end, 
Wcdg'd in that timber, which he ftrove to rend. 

Each poet with a different talent writes. 
One praiies, one inftrufts, another bites. 
Horace did ne*er afpire to Epic bays. 
Nor lofty Maro ftoop to Lyric lays. 
Examine how your humour is inclin*d. 
And which the ruling paflion of your mind ; 
Then, feek a poet who your way does bend, 
And choofe an author as you choofe a friend. 
United by this fympathetic bond. 
You grow familiar, intimate, and fond j 
Your thoughts,your words, your ftylcs, your fouls agree, 
No longer his interpreter, but he. 

With 
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With hcyw much caie is a young Mufc betray'd ! 

How nice the reputation of the niaid ! 

Your early^. kind, paternal care appears, 

By chafte inlbru^on of her tender years*. 

The firit impreflion in her infant breaft 

Will be the deepeft, and (hould be the beft* 

Let not aiiilerity breed fervile fear. 

No wanton found ofiend her virgin ear. 

Secure from foolifh pride's affe6ied ftate, 

And ipecious flattery's more pernicious bait,. 

Habitual innocence adorns her thoughts. 

But your negle£): muft anfwer for her faults. 
Immodeft words admit of no defence ; 

For want of decency is want of fenfe. 

What moderate fop would rake the Parit or ftews,. 

Who among troops of faultlefs nymphs may choofe?' 
Variety of fuch is to be found j 
Take then a fubjeft proper to expound : 
But moral> great, and worth a poet's voice,. 
For men of fenfe defpife a trivial choice : 
And fuch applaufe it muft expe£b to meet. 
As would fbme painter bufy in a ftreet, 
To copy bulls and bears, and every fign. 
That calls the flaring fots to nafly wine.. 
Yet 'tis not all to have a fubjeft good,. 
It muil delight us when 'tis underftood. 
He that brings fulfome obje6ls to my view, 
(As many old have done, and many new) 
With naufeous images my fancy fills. 
And all goes down like oxymel of f^uills. 

Infbua 
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Inftru^t the liftcning world how Maro fings 
Of ufeful fuhje^s and of lofty things. 
Thefe will fuch true, fuch bright ideas raife. 
As merit gratitude, as well as praife : 
But foul defcriptions are ofi*en(ive ftill, 
Either for 1>eing like, or being ill. 
For who, without a qualm, hath ever look'd 
On holy garbage, though by Homer cook*d ? 
Whofe railing heroes, and whofe wounded Gods> 
Makes fonfe fufpe6b he fnores, as well as nods. 
But I offend— Virgil begins to frown. 
And Horace looks with indignation down ; 
My blufliing Mufe with confcious fear retires^ 
And whom they like, implicitly admires. 

On fure foundations let your fabric rife^ 
And with attra6tive majefty furprifc. 
Not by affe£i:cd meretricious arts, 
But ftri6t harmonious fymmetry of parts ; 
Which through die whole infenfibly muft pafs, 
With vital heat to animate the mafs : 
A pure, an a6tive, an aufpicious flame. 
And bright as heaven, from whence the bleiliag camel 
But few, oh few fouls, praeordain'd by fate. 
The race of Gods, have reach'd that envy'd height. 
No Rebel-Titan's facrilegious crime. 
By heaping hills on hills can hither climb : 
The grizly ferryman of hell deny'd 
^neas entrance, till he knew his guide : 
How juftly then will impious mortals fall, 
Whofe j^ride would foar to heaven without a ^all I 

^ Pride 
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ROSCOMMON'S F0EM8. iff- 
Pride^(of all others t^ -moft dangerous fault) 

Proceeds from wsmt of fenfe, or want of thouglit* 

The men, *who labour and digeft things toofk. 

Will be much apter to defpond than boaft : 

For if your author be profoundly good, 

Twill coft you dear before he *s underftood. 

How many ages fmce has Virgil writ i 

How few are they v^ho underftand him yet f 

Approach his altars with religious fear. 

No vulgar deity inhabits there : 

Heaven fhakes not more at Jove's imperial nod. 

Than -poets fliould before their Mantuan God. 

Hail mighty Maro ! may that facred name 

Kindle my breaft with thy celeftial flame j 

Sublime ideas and apt words infufe. 

The Mufe inftruft my voice, and thou infpire the MufeT 
What I have inftanc'd only in the beft, 

Is, in proportion, true of all the reft. 

Take pains the genuine meaning to explore, 

There f\veat, there ftrain, tug the laborious oar; 

Search every comment that your care can find, 

Some here, fome there, may hit the poet's mind ; 

Yet be not blindly guided by the throng ; 

The multitude is always in the wrong. 

When things appear unnatural or hard, 

Confult your author, with himfelf compared ; 

Wlio knows what biefling Phoebus may beflow. 

And future ages to your labour owe ? 

Such fecrets are not eafily found out. 

But, once difcover'd^ leave no room for doubt. 

Truth 
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Truth ftamps convi£lion in your ravifli'd brcafty 
And peace and joy attend the glotious gueft. 

Truth ftill is one ; truth it divinely bright, 
Ko cloudy doubts obfcure her native light; 
While in your thoughts you find the leaft debate^ 
You may coji^vaid, but never can tranflate. 
Your ftyle will this through all- difguifes Ihow, 
For none Qxplain more clearly, than they know* 
He only proves l^e.underftands'^a text, 
Whofe expofition leaves it unperpkx'd. 
They who tod faithfoUy on names infift^ 
Rather create than diflipate the mill ; 
And grow unjuft by being over-nice,. . 
(For fuperftitious virtue turns to vice.)\ 
Let CralTus's f ghoft and Labienus tell 
How twice in Parthian plains their legions fell. 
Since Rome hath been, fo jealous of her fame, 
That few know Pacorus' or Monaefes' name. 

Words in,<Mie language elegantly us'd,. 
Will hardly in another be excusM.. 
And fome that Rome admir'd in Caefar's time^ 
May neither fuit our genius nor our clime. 
The genuine fenfe, intelligibly told. 
Shews a tranflator both difcreet and bold, 

Excurfions are inexpiably bad ;. 
And *tis much fafer to leave out than add. 
Abftrufe and myftic thoughts you muft expreis 
With paihful care, but feeming eafinefs ; 
For truth fhines brighteft through the plaineft drefs. 

t Hor. 3, Od. vi. 

Th*iEnea» 
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Th* ^iiutt^nMii&f whehtflie- appears tpri^te* 
Makes all jove*s thunder on her verfes wait. 
Yet writes foriictimes as foft and moving things 
As Venus fpeaktf,- or Philomela fings. 
Your author always will the beft advife. 
Fall when he falls, and when he rifes rife. 
Afie6led ncnfe is:the moll wretched thing. 
That to contempt can empty fcriblers brings 
Voi^^els and accepts, regularly plac'd. 
On even fyllables (and ftill thelaft) 
Though groft innumerable faults abound » 
In fpite-of nonfenfe, never fail of 'found. 
But this j^ meant of even verfe alone, 
As being moft harmonious and moft known : 
For if yoi? will unequal numbers try. 
There accents on odd fyllables muft lie. 
Whatever jfifter of the learned Nine 
Docs to your fuit a willing ear incline, 
Urge your fuccefs, deferve a lafting name, 
She '11 crown a grateful and a conftant flame. 
But, lif a wild uncertainty prevail, 
And turn your veering heart with every gale. 
You lofe ^e fruit of all your former care, 
For the fad profpeft of a juft defpair. 

A quapk (too fcandaloufly mean to name) 
Had, by man-midwifery, got wealth and fame s 
As if Lucina had forgot her trade. 
The labouring wife invokes his furer aid. » 

Well-feafon*d bowls the goflip's fpirits raife. 
Who, while ihe guzzles, chats the dodor's praife; 
, . Ana 
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And largel^r* wiiat Hm wants in words, fupplie^v. 

With maudlin-eloquence of trickling eyes. 

But what a thougfatlefs animal is man ! 

(How very aftivc in his own trepan !) 

For, greedy of phyficians frequent fees, 

From female mellow piaife he takes degrees j 

Struts in a new unlicensed gown, and then^ 

From faving women falls to killing men. 

Another fuch had left the nation thin, 

In fpite of all the children he brought in. 

His pills as thick as hand-granadoes flew ; 

And where they fell, as certainly they flew ;- 

His name ft ruck every where as great a damp. 

As Archimedes through the Roman camp. 

With this, the doftor's pride began to cool ; 

For fmarting foundly may convince a fool. 

But now repentance came too late for grace ; 

And meagre Famine flared him in the face : 

Fain would he to the wives be reconcil'd. 

But found no huiband left to own a child. 

The friends, that got the brats, were poifon'd too j, , 

In this fad cafe, what could our vermin do ? 

Worry'd with debts and paft all hope of bail, 

Th' unpity'd wretch lies rotting in a jail ; 

And there with baflcet-alms, fcarce kept alive, ' 

Shews how miflaken talents ought to thrive. 

I pity, from my foul, unhappy men, 
Compell'd by want to proftitute their pen ; 
Who muft, like lawyers, either ftarve or plead. 
And MHayf, right or wrong, ^ere guineas lead I 

Bui 
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But you, Pompilian, wealthy^ pamper'd heirty. 

Who to your country owe your fwords and caittt^ 

Let no vain hope your eafy mind ieduce. 

For rich ill poets arc without excuie. 

'Tis very dangerous, tampering with a Mufe, 

The profit *s (mall and you have much to loie f 

For though true wit adorns your birth or place. 

Degenerate lines degrade th' attainted race. 

No poet any paffion can excite, 

But what they feel tranfport them when they write**. 

Have you been led through the Cumaean cave. 

And heard th' impatient maid divinely rave > 

I kcar her now ; I fee her rolling eyes : 

And panting j Lo ! the god, the god, Ihe cries ; 

With words not hers, and more than human found 

She makes th' obedient ghofts peep trembling througllr 

the ground. 
But, though we mud obey when heaven commandt,^. 
And man in vain the (acred call withftands. 
Beware what fpirit rages in your breaft ; 
For ten infpir'd, ten thou(and are pofle(i. 
Thus make the proper ufe of each extreme. 
And write with fury, but corre6^ with phlegm^ • 

As when the chearful hours too freely pafs. 
And (parkling wine fmiles in the tempting glafs. 
Your pul(e advi(e8, and begins to beat 
Through every fwelling vein a loud retreat : 
So when a Mufe propitioufly invites. 
Improve her £aYours> and indulge her fligius ; 
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But when you find that vigorous heat abate^ 
Leave lOff, and for another fummons wait. 
Before the radiant fun, a glimmering lamp^ 
Adulterate metals to the fterling ftamp. 
Appear not meaner, than mere human lines, 
Compared with thofe wbofe infpiration fhines : 
Thefe nervous, bold ; thofe languid and remifs ; 
There, cold falutes ; but here, a lover's kifs. 
Thus have I (een a rapid, headlong tide, 
With'fbamtng wave's the paifive Soane divide ; 
Whole la^y waters without motion lay, 
While he, with eager force, urg'd his impetuous w 

The privilege that aiicient poets claim, 
Now tum*d to licenfe'by too juft" a' name. 
Belongs to none but an eftablifli'd fame. 
Which fcpms to take it — 
Abfurd exprcflions, crude, abortive thoughts, 
Alltheiewd legion of exploded faults, 
Bafe fugitives to that afylum fly. 
And facred laws with inlbience defy. 
Kot thus our heroes of the former days, 
Deferv'd and gain*d their never-fading bays } 
For I miilake, or far the greateft part 
Of what fome call negle£k, was fhidy'd art. 
When yirgil feems to trifle in a line, 
*Tis like a warning-piece, which gives the fign 
To wake your fancy, and prepare your fight, 
To reach the noble height of fome unufual flight. 
I lofe my patience, when with faucy pride, 
Bf OAtun'd can I hear his numbers try'd. 

Re 
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Reverie of nature ! fliall fuch copies then 
Arraign th' originals of Maro's pen ! 
And the rude notions of pedantic fchools 
Blafphcmc the facred founder of our rules ! 

The delicacy of the niceft ear 
Finds nothing harih or out of order there* 
Sublime or low, unbended or intenfe, 
The fcund is ftill a comment to the fenfc. 

A ikilful ear in numbers ihould prefide. 
And all difputes without appeal decide. 
This ancient Rome and elder Athens found. 
Before miftaken ftops debauched the found. 

When, by impulfe from heaven, Tyitaeus fung,. 
In drooping foldiers a new courage fprung ; 
loyiving Sparta now the fight maintain'd, 
And what two generals loft a poet gain'd. 
By fecret influence of indulgent Ikies, 
Empu-c and pocfy together rife. 
True poets are the guardians of a ftate. 
And, when they fail, portend approaching fate.. 
For that which Rome to conqueft did inlpire. 
Was not the Vcllal, but the Mufcs' fire j 
Heaven joins the blellings : No declining age 
E*er felt the raptures of poetic rage. 

Of many faults, rhyme is (perhaps) the caufc; 
Too ftri6t to rhyme, we flight more ufeful laws, 
^or that, in Greece or Rome, was never known. 
Till by barbarian deluges overflown : 
Subdued, undone, they did at laft obey. 
And change their own for their invaders' way. 

■ Q^ I grant 
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I grant that from fome mofly, idol oak, 
In double rhymes our Thor and Woden fpoke j 
And by fucceffion of unlearned times, 
As Bards began, fo Monks rung on the chirties. 

But now that Phoebus and the facred Nine, 
With all their beams oh our bleft ifland fliine. 
Why fhould not we their ancient rites reftore, 
And be, what Rome or Athens were before ? 

* * Have we forgot how Raphael's numerous prole 

* Led our exalted fouls through heavenly camps, 

* And mark*d the ground where proud apoftate thrones 

* Defy'd Jehovah ! Here, 'twixt hoft and hoft, 

* (A narrow, but a dreadful interval) 

* Portentous fight ! before the cloudy van 

* Satan with vaft and haughty ftrides advanced, 

* Came towering arm'd in adamant and gold. 

* There bellowing engines, with their fiery tubes, 

* Dilpers'd aethereal forms, and down they fell 

* By thoufands, angels ©n arch-angels roll'd j 

* Recovered, to the hills they ran, they flew, 

* Which (with their ponderous load, rocks, waters, 

* woods) 

* From their firm feats torn by the fliaggy tops 

< They bore like fhields before them through the air, 

* Till more incens'd they hurld them at their foes. 

* All was confufion, heaven's foundations (hook, 

* Threatning no lefs than univerfal wreck, 

* For Michael's arm main promontories flung, 

^ An eflay on blank verfe, out of Paradlfe Loft, B. VT. 

' And 
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* And ovcr-preft whole legions weak with fin : 

* Yet they blaQ>hem'd and ibruggled as they lay^ 
« Till the great cnfign of MeflOah blaz'd, 

* And (ann'd with vengeance) God's viftorious Son 

* (EflFiilgence of paternal deity) 

^ Graiping ten thouiand thunders in his hand, 
• * Drove th* old original rebels headlong down, 

* And fent them flaming to the vaft abyfs.* 
O may I live to hail the glorious day, 

And fing loud psans through the crowded way, 
When in triumphant ftate the Britifh Mufc, 
True to herielf, Ihall barbarous aid refufe. 
And in the Roman majefty appear, 
Which none know better, and none come fo near. 



A PARAPHRASE 

ON THE 

CXLVIIIth PSALM. 

/^ Azure vaults ! O cryftal Iky ! 

^^ The world's tranfparcnt canopy, 
Break your long iilence, and let mortals know 
With what contempt you look on things below. 

Wing'd fquadrons of the god of war. 

Who confer wherefoe'er you are, ' 

Let echoing anthems make his praifes known 
On caith his footilool, as in heaven his throne. 
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Great eye of all, whofe glorious ray 
Rules the bright empire of the day^ 
O praife his name, without whofe purer light 
Thou hadil been hid in an abyfs of night* 

Ye moon and planets, who difpenfe. 
By God's command, your influence ; 
Refign to him, as your Creator due. 
That veneration which men pay to you. 

Fkireft, as well as firft, of things. 
From whom all joy, all beauty fprings ; 
O praife th' Almighty Ruler of the globe. 
Who ufeth thee for his empyreal robe. 

Praife him yt loud harmonious fpheres, 
Whofe facred (lamp all nature bears. 
Who did all forms from the rude chaos draw, 
And whofe command is th' univerfal law : 

Ye watery mountains of the (ky. 

And you fo far above our eye, 
Vaft ever-moving orbs, exalt his name. 
Who gave its being to your glorious frame. 

Ye dragons, whofe contagious breath 

Peoples the dark retreats of death. 
Change your fierce hiffing into joyful fong. 
And praife your Maker with your forked tongue. 
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Praife him, yc mpnfters of the deep. 

That in the feas vaft bofoms deep ; 
At whole command the foaming billows roar, . 
Yet know their limits, tremble and adore. 

Ye mifts and vapours, hail and fhow, 
And you who through the concave blow. 

Swift executors of his holy word, 

Whirl^vinds and tempefts, praife th* Almighty Lord. 

Mountains, who to your Maker's view 

Seem lefs than mole-hills do to you. 
Remember how, when firft Jehovah (poke. 
All heaven was fire, and Sinai hid in fmoke. 

Praife him, fweet offspring of the ground, 

With heavenly ne61:ar yearly crown 'd ; 
And ye tall cpdars, celebrate his praife. 
That in his temple facred altars raife. 

Idle muficians of the fpring, 

Whofe only care *s to love and fing, 
Fly through the world, and let your trembling throat 
Praiie your Creator with the fwecteft note. 

Praife him each favage furious beaft. 

That on his ftores do daily feaft : 
And yoii tame ilaves of the laborious plow, 
Your weary knees to your Creator bpw, 

Qj Majcftic 
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Majeftic monarchs, mortal gods. 
Whole power hath here no periods, 
May all attempts againft your crowns be vain I 
But ftill remember by whofe power you reign. 

Xct the wide world his praifes fing, 
Where Tagus and Euphrates ipring. 
And from the Danube's frofty banks, to thofe 
Where from an unknown head great Nilus flows. 

You that difpofe of all our lives, 
Praile him from whom your power derives ; 
Be true and juft like him, and fear his word. 
As much as malefa6^ors do your fword. 

Praife him, old monuments of time ; 

O praife him in your youthful prime ; 
Praife him, fair idols of our greedy fenfe ; 
Exalt his name, fweet age of innocence. 

Jehovah's name fhall only laft. 

When heaven, and earth, and all is paft : 

Nothing, great God, is to be found in thee. 

But unconceivable eternity. 

Exalt, O Jacob's facred race. 
The God of gods, the God of grace j 
Who will above the ftars your empire raife. 
And with his glory recompenfe your praife. 
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A PROLOGUE, 

SPOKEN TO 

His Royal Highnefe the DUKE of YORK^ 

At Edinburgh. 

Tn^OLLY and vice are eafy to defcribe, 
*• The common fubje6l^s of our fcribbling tribe 5 
But when true virtues, with unclouded light. 
All great, all royal, fliine divinely bright, 
Our eyes are dazzled, and our voice is weak ; 
Let England, Flanders, let all Europe Ipeak, 
Let France acknowledge that her fhaken throne 
Was once fupported, Sir, by you alone : 
Banifti'd from thence for an ufurper's fake, 
Yet trufted then with her laft defperate ftake : 
When wealthy neighbours ftrovc with us for power^ 
Let the fea tell, how in their fatal hour. 
Swift as an eagle, our vi6lorious prince, 
Great Britain!s genius, flew to her defence ; 
His name ftruck fear, his conduft won the day. 
He came, he faw, he feiz'd the ftruggling prey. 
And while the heavens were fire and th' ocean blood, 
Confirm'd our empire o'er the conquerM flood. 

O happy iflands, if you knew your blifs ! 
Strong by the fea's proteftion, fafe by his ! 
Exprefs your gratitude the only way. 
And humbly own a debt too vaft to pay : 

0^4 ^ let 
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Let Fame aloud to future ages tell, 

None e'er commanded, hone obeyed fo well ; 

While this high courage, this undaunted mind. 

So loyal, fo fubmiffively refign'd. 

Proclaim that fuch a hero never fprings. 

But from the uncorrupted blood of kings. 

« O N G- 

On a young Lady who fung finely, and w^ 
afraid of a Cold. 

^ITT INTER, thy cruelty extend, 
^^ Till fatal tempefts fvveil the fea. 
In vain let finking pilots pray ; 

Beneath thy yoke let Nature bend. 
Let piercing froft, and lafting fnow, 
Through woods and fields deftruftion fow 1 

Yet we unmov'd will fit and fmile, 
While you thefe lefler ills create, 
Thefe we can bear ; but, gentle Fate, 

And thou, bleft Genius of our ifle. 
From Winter's rage defend her voice. 
At which the liftening Gods rejoice- 

May that celeflial found each day 
With extafy tranfport our fouls, 
Whilfl all our paflions it controls. 

And kindly drives our cares away ; 
Let no ungentle cold deftroy. 
All cafte we hav£ of hcavejily joy I 

VIRGIL'S 
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VIRGIL'S SIXTH ECLOGUE, 
S I L E N U S. 

THE A R G U M "E N T. 

Two young fliepherds, Chromis and Mnafylus, having 
been often promifed a fong by Silenus, chance to 
xatch him afleep in this Eclogue ; where they bind 
'him hand and foot, and then claim his promife. 
Silenus, finding they would be put off no longer, 
begins his fong, in whith he defcribes the formation 
'of the univerfe, and the original of animals, ac- 
cording to the Epicurean philofophy; and then runs 
through the moft furprifing transformations which 
have happened in Nature fince her birth. This 
Eclogue was defigned as a compliment to Syro the 
Epicurean, who in[ftru6led Virgil and Varus in the 
principles of that philofophy. Silenus a£l:s as tutor, 
Chromis and Mnafylus as the^two pupils. 

T Firft of Romans ftoop'd to rural ftrain«, 
"*• Nor blufh'd to dwell among Sicilian fwains. 
When my Thalia raised her bolder voice, 
And kings and battles were her lofty choice, 
Phoebus did kindly humbler thoughts infufe, 
And withvthis whifpei' check th' aipiring Mufe 

A ihepher4 
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A fhepherd, Titynis, his flocks fliould feed, 
And ehoofe a fubjeft fuited to his reed. 
Thus I (while each ambitious pen prepares 
To write thy praifes, Varus, and thy wars) 
Mypaftoral tribute in low numbers pay, 
And though I once prefum*d, I only now obey, 

But yet (if any with indulgent eyes 
Can look on this, and fuch a trifle prize) 
Thee only, Varus, our glad fwains fhall fing. 
And every grove and every echo ring. 
Phoebus delights in Varus' favourite name. 
And none who under that prote£iion came 
Was ever ill received, or unfecurc of fame. 

Proceed my Mufe. 
Young Chromis and Mnafylus chancM to ftray 
Where (fleeping in a cave) Silenus lay, 
Whofe conftant cups fly fuming to his brain. 
And always boil in each extended vein j 
His trufly flaggon, full of potent juice. 
Was hanging by, worn thin with age and ufcj 
Drop*d from his head, a wreath lay on the ground 5 
In hafte they feiz'd him, and in hade they bound ; 
Eager, for both had been deluded long 
With fruitlefs hope of his inftruftive fong : 
But while with confcious fear they doubtful ftood, 
JEgle, the faireft NaTs of the flood. 
With a vermilion dye his temples ftain*d. 
Waking, he fmil'd, and muft I then be chain'd ? 
Loofe me, he cry'd ; 'twas boldly done, to find 
And view a God^ but 'tis too bold to bind. 

The 
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The promis'd verfe no longer 1*11 delay 
(She fhall be iatisfy'd another way). 

With that he raised his tuneful voice aloud. 
The knotty oaks their liftening branches bow'd. 
And favage beads and Sylvan Gods did crowd ; 

For lo ! he fung the world's ilupendous birth. 
How fcatter'd feeds of Tea, and air, and eanh. 
And purer fire, through univerfal night 
And empty fpace, did fruitfully unite ; 
From whence th' innumerable race of things. 
By circular fucceffive order fprings. 

By what degrees this earth's compa6bd ijphere 
Was hardened, woods and rocks and towns to bear| 
How (inking waters (the firm land to drain) 
Fill'd the capacious deep, and form'd the main, 
While from above, adorn'd with radiant light, 
A new-born fun furprizM the dazzled fight ; 
How vapours turnM to clouds obfcure the Iky, 
And clouds diflblv'd the thirfty ground fupply ; 
How the firft foreft rais'd its fliady head, 
Till when, few wandering beafts on unknown mountains 
fed. 

Then Pyrrha's ftony race rofe from the ground. 
Old Saturn reign'd with golden plenty crown'd. 
And bold Prometheus (whofe untam'd defire 
Rival'd the fun with his own heavenly fire) 
Now doom'd the Scythian vulture's endlefs prey. 
Severely pays for animating clay. 
He nam'd the nymph (for who but Gods could tell ?) 
Into whofe arms the lovely Hylas fell ; 

Alcides 
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Alcides wept in vain for Hylas loft, 

Hylas in vain refounds through all the coaft. 

He with compaffion told Pafiphae's fault. 
Ah ! wretched queen ! whence came that guilty thought ? 
The maids of Argos, who with frantic cries 
And imitated lowings filPd the flues, 
(Though metamorphos'd in their wild conceit) 
Did never hum with fuch imnatural heat. 
Ah ! wretched queen I while you on mountains fbray. 
He on foft flowers his fhowy fide does lay ; 
Or feeks in herds a more propordon'd love : 
Surround, my nymphs, flie cries, furround the grove ; 
Perhaps fome footfleps printed in the day. 
Will to my love direft your wandering way ; 
Perhaps, while thus in fearch of him I roamj 
My happier rivals have intic'd him home. 

He fung how Atalanta was betrayed 
By thofe Hcfperian baits her lover laid. 
And the fad fillers who to trees were tum'd. 
While with the world th' ambitious brother bum'd. 
^11 he dcfcrib'd was prefcnt to their eyes. 
And as he rais'd his verfe, the poplars feem'd to rife. 

He taught which Mufe did by Apollo's will 
Guide wandering Gallus to th' Aonian hill : 
(Which place the God for folemn meetings choie) 
With deep refpefl the learned fenate rofe, 
And Linus thus (deputed by the reft) 
The hero's welcome, and their thanks, exprefs'd ; 
This harp of old to Hefiod did belong. 
To this, the Mufes' gift, join thy harmonious fong; 

Charm'd 
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Charm'd by thcfe ftrings, trees ftarting from the ground^ 
Have follaw*d with delight the powerful ibuod. 
Thus confecrated, thy Grynaean grove 
Shall have no equal in Apollo's love. 

Why ihould I fpeak of the Megarian maid. 
For love perfidious, and by love bcti^y'd ? 
And her, who round with barking mongers armM^ 
The wandering Greeks (ah frighted men !) alarm'd 5 
Whofe only hope on ihatter'd fhips depends, 
While fierce fea-dogs devour the mangled friends. 

Or tell the Thracian tyrant's alter'd ihape. 
And dire revenge of Philomela's rape, 
Who to thofe woods direfts her mournful courfe. 
Where fhe had fuffer'd by inceftuotis force. 
While, lodi to leave the palace too well known, 
Progn^ flics, hovering round, and thinks it ftill her own ? 

Whatever near Eurota's happy ftream 
With laurels crown'd, had been Apollo's theme, 
Silenus fings j the neighbouring rocks reply. 
And fend his myftic numbers through the flcy j 
Till night began to fpread her gloomy veil. 
And call'd the counted iheep from every dajc; 
The weaker light unwillingly declin'd, 
And to prcirailing ihades the murmuring world refign'd.. 



ODB^ 
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T H E 
T W E N T Y - S E C O N D ODE 

OP THE 

FIRST BOOK OF HORACE.. 

T 7 I R T U Ey dear fnend, needt no defencey, 
^ The fxHeft guard w innocence : 
None knew, till guilt created fear, 
What darts or poifon*d arrows were.. 

Integrity undaunted goes 
Through Libyan fands and Scythian (hows^ 
Or where Hydafpes' wealthy fide 
Pays tribute to the Pcrfian pride. 

For as (by amorous thoughts betray'd). 
Carelefs in Sabine woods I ftray'd, 
A grifly foaming wolf unfed. 
Met me unarm'd, yet trembling fled; 

No beaft of more portentous fize 
In the Hercinian foreft lies ; 
None fiercer, in Numidia bred, 
With Carthage were in triumph led.. 

Set me in the rcmoteft place. 
That Neptune's frozen arms embrace ; 
Where angry Jove did never fpare 
One breath of kind and temperate air. 

Set me where on fome pathlefs plain 
llie fwarthy Africans complain^ 

~ T<K 
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To fee the chariot of the Sun 

So near their fcorching country run. 

The burning zone, the frozen ifles. 
Shall hear me (ing of Caelia's fmiles : 
All cold but in her breaft I will deipiie^ 
And dare all heat but that in Cxlia*s eyes» 



THE SAME IMITATED, 

I. 

VIRTUE (dear friend) needs no defence. 
No arms^ but its own innocence : 
Quivers and bows, and poifon'd darts. 
Are only us'd by guilty hearts. 

II. 
An honeft mind fafcly alone 
May travel through the burning zone ; 
Or through the deepeft Scythian fnows. 
Or where the fam*d Hydafjpes flows. 

III. 
While, ruPd by a refiftlefs fire. 
Our great f Orinda I admire, 
The hungry wolves that fee me ftray, 
Vnarm'd and iingle, run away» 

t Mrs. Catharine Philips. 

R IV. 
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IV. 

Set mc in the rcmoteft place 
That ever Neptune did embrace ; 
When there her image fills my brcaft. 
Helicon is not half {6 bleft. 



Leave me upon fomc Libyan plain, 
So Ihc my fancy entertain^ 
And when the chirfty monfters meet. 
They *11 all pay homage to my feet. 

VI. 
The magic of Orinda*s name, 
Kot only can their fiercenefs tame. 

But, if that mighty word I once rehearic. 
They feem fubmiffively to roar in verfe. 



Part of the Fifth Scene of the Secon 
GUARINI'S PASTOR F 

TRANSLATE D« 

A H happy grove ! dark and (ecure retrea 
-^^^ Of facred filence, reft's eternal feat; 
i low well your cool and unfrequented (hade 
Suits with the chafte retirements of a maid ; 
Oh ! if kind heaven had been fo much my 
To make my fate upon my choice depend i 
All my ambition I would here confine, 
Afid only this Ely Hum fhoold be mine : 
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Fond men, by paffion wilfully betray'd. 
Adore diofe idols which their luicy made ; 
Purchafing riches with our time and care. 
We loie our freedom in a gilded fnare ; 
Andy having all, all to ourfelves refufa, 
Oppreft with bleiHngs which we fear to u(c. 
Fame is at bcft but an inconftant good. 
Vain are the boafted titles of our blood ; 
W'e (boneft lofe what we moft highly prize. 
And with our youth our fhort-liv'd beauty dies ; 
In vain our fields and f!o<^ks increafe our ftorc, ' 
If our abundance makes us wifh for more j 
How happy is the harmlefs countr}'-maid, 
Who, rich by nature, fcoms fupcrfluous aid ! 
Whofe modcft cloaths no wanton eyes invite. 
But like her foul prefcrvcs the nativie white ; 
Whofe little ftore her well-taught mind docs plcafe, 
Nor pinch'd with want, nor cloyed with wanton cafe. 
Who, free from ftorms, which on the great-ones fall. 
Makes But few wilhes, and enjoys them all j 
N(f care but love can difcompole her brcaft, 
Love, of all cares, the iweeteft and the bed : 
While on fwcet grafs her bleating charge docs lie. 
Our happy lover feeds upon her eye ; 
Not one on whom or Gods or men impofe. 
But one whom love has for this lover chofe. 
Under fome favourite myrtle's fhady boughs. 
They fjpeak their paflions in repeated vows. 
And whilft a blulh confelTes how Ihe burns. 
His faithful heart makes as finccre icturns i 
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Thus in the arms of love and peace they lie. 
And while they live, their flames can never die- 

THE DREAM. 

nPO the pale tyrant, who to horrid graves 
*'- Condemns fo many thoufand helplds Haves, 
Ungrateful we do gentle deep compare. 
Who, though his vi6^ories as numerous are. 
Yet from his (laves no tribute does he take. 
But woeful cares that load men while they wake. 
When hk foft charms had eas*d my weary fight 
Of all the baleful troubles of the light, 
Dorinda came, divefted of the fcom 
Which the unequal'd maid fo long had worn ; 
How oft, in vain, had Love's great God effay'd 
To tame the ftubborn heart of that bright maid I 
Yet, ipite of all the pride that fwells her mind. 
The humble God of Sleep can make her kind. 
A rifmg blufh increased the native ftore 
Of charms, that but too fatal were before. 
Once more prefent the vifion to my view. 
The fweet illufion, gentle Fate, renew ! 
How kind, how lovely fhe, how ravifh'd I ! 
Shew me^ bled God of Sleep^ and let me die^ 
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THE GHOST 

OF THE OLD HOUSE OF COMMONS, 

To the New One, appointed to meet at Oxford. 

FROM deepeft dungeons of eternal night, 
The feats of horror, fonx>w, pains, and fpite, 
I have been fent to tell you, tender youth, 
A ieafonable and important truth. 
I feel (but, oh ! too late) that no difeafe 
Is like a fuffek of luxurious tafe : 
And of all others, the moft tempting things 
Are toe much wealth, and too indulgent kings, 
Hone ever was fuperlatively ill, 
But by degrees, with induftry and (kill : 
And fbme, whofe meaning hath at firil been fair, 
Grow knaves by ufe, and rebels by de(pair. 
My time is paft, and yours will foon begin. 
Keep the firft bloflbms from the blaft of fin 5 
And by the fate of my tmultuous ways, 
Prefervc yourfdves, and bring ierener days. 
The bufy, fubtle fcrpents of the law, 
Did firft my mind from true obedience draw : 
While I did limits to the king prefcribe. 
And took for oracles that canting tribe, 
I chang'd true freedom for the name of free, 
And grew feditious for variety : 
All that opposed me were to be accus*d^ 
And bj the laws illegally abused 3 

R 3 The 
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The robe was fummon*d, Maynard in the head. 

In legal raurda- none fo dee|>iy read ; 

I bfought him to th£ bar, where once he (lopd, 

SbinM with the (yet unexpiated) blood 

Of the brave Strafibrd, when three IdngdomB rung 

With his accumulative hackney-tongue j 

Prifoners and witndTes were waiting by, 

Theie had been taught to fwear, and diofe to die^ 

And to expe£k their arbitrary fates, 

Some for ill faces, fome for good eftates. 

To fright the people, and alarm the town, 

Bedloe and Oates employed the reverend gown. 

But while the triple mitre bore the blame, 

The king's three crowns were their rebellious aim i 

I feem'd (and did but feem) to fear the guards. 

And took for mine the Bethels and the Wards : 

Anti-monarchic Heretics of flate, 

Immoral Atheiils, rich and reprobate : 

But above all I got a little guide. 

Who every ford of villainy had try'd : 

Nolle knew fo well the old pernicious way. 

To ruin fubjef^s, and make kings obey ; 

And my fmall Jehu, at a furious rate. 

Was driving Eighty back to Forty-eight. 

This the king knew, and was refolv*d to bear. 

But I miftook his patience for liis fear. 

All that thjs happy iiland could afibrd. 

Was facrific'd to my voluptuous board. 

In his whole paradife, one only tree 
He had excepted by a ilri^ decree ; 

A lacrw 
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A facred tree, which royal fruit did bear. 

Yet it in pieces I confpir'd to tear ; 

Beware, my child ! divinity is there. 

This fo undid all I had done before, 

I could attempt, and he endure no more^ 

My unprepared, and unrepenting breath, 

Was fnatch'd away by the fwift hai>d of death 5 

And I, with all my fins about me, hurl*d 

To th' utter darkneis of the lower world : 

A dreadful place ! which you too (bon will fee. 

If you believe fedxicers more than roc. 

O K T H E 

DEATH OF A LADY'S DOG- 

nn H O U, happy creature, art fecure 
•*• From all the torments we endure ; 
Pcfpair, ambition, jcaloufy, 
Loft, friends, nor love, difquiet thee; 
A full en prudence drew thee hence 
From noife, fraud, and impertinence* 
Though life cflay'd the fureft >vile. 
Gilding itfclf with Laura's (inile j 
How didft thou fcorn life's meaner charms,^ 
Thou who could 'ft break from Laura's arms ! 
Poor Cynick ! ftill methinks I hear 
Thy awful murmurs in my ear ; 
As when on Laura's lap you lay. 
Chiding the worthlels crowd away. 
How fondly human paifions turn! 
What we then envy'd, now we mourn ! 

R4 EPI- 
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EPILOGUE 

T O 

ALEXANDER THE GREAT, 

WHEN ACTED AT THE THEATRE IN DUBLIN. 

'Y'OU 've feen to-night the glory of the Eaft, 
•*• The man, who all the then Known world pofle^ 
That kings in chains did (on of Ammon call, 
And kingdoms thought divine, hy treafbn fall. 
Him Fortune only favoured for her §)ort j 
And when his conduft wanted her (iipport. 
His empire, courage, and his boafled line. 
Were all prov'd mortal by a flave*s dedgn. 
Great Charles, whofe birth has promised milder fwayy 
Whofe awful nod all nations muft obey, 
Sccur'd by higher powers, exalted (lands 
Above the reach of Sacrilegious hands j 
Thofe miracles that guard his crowns, declare 
That heaven has form'd a monarch worth their care ; 
Born to advance the loyal, and depofe 
His own, his brother's, and his father's foes. 
Fa6lion, that once made diadems her prey. 
And flopt our prince in his triumphant way. 
Fled like a mift before this radiant day. 
So when, in heaven, the mighty rebels rofe. 
Proud, and refolv'd that empire to depofe, 

Angcb 
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Angels fought firft, but unfuccefsful proved, 

Qod kept the conqueft for his beft belov*d : 

At iightof fuch omnipotence they fly, 

Like leaves before autumnal winds, and die. 

All who before him did afcend the throne. 

Laboured to draw three reflive nations on. 

He boldly drives them forward without pain. 

They hear his voice, and ftraight obey the rein. 

Such terror (peaks him deftin'd to command ; 

We worihip Jove with thunder in his hand i 

But when his mercy without power appears, 

We flight his altars, and negleft our prayers. 

How weak m arms did civil difcord fhew ! 

Like Saul, ihe (Iruck with fury at her foe. 

When an immortal hand did ward the blow. 

Her ofspring, made the royal hero's fcorn. 

Like fons of earth, all fell as foon as born : 

Yet let us boaft, for fure it is our pride, 

When with their blood our neighbour lands were dy'd^ 

Ireland's untainted loyalty remained. 

Her people guiltlefs, and her fields unftain'd. 

O N T H E 

DAY OF JUDGMENT. 

I. 

'T'HE day of wrath, that dreadful day, 
■*" Shall the whole world in aihes lay. 
At David and the Sibyls fay. 

IL What 
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II. 

What horror will invade die mind. 

When the ftrlft Judge, who would be kind^ 

Shall have few venial faults to find ! 

III. 
The laft loud trumpet's wondrous found, 
Shall through the rending tombs rcboundy 
And u*ake the nations under ground » 

IV. 
Nature and Death &aU^ with furprize^ 
Behold the pale offender rife. 
And view the Judge with confcious eyesA. 
V. 
■ Then (halt, with univerfal dread,. 
The facred myftic book be read. 
To try the living and the dead. 

VI. 
The Judge afccnds his awful throne-,. 
He makes each fecret fin be known, 
And all with fhame confefs their own* 

VII. 
O then ! what intercft (hall I make. 
To fave my laft important fiakc, 
When tiie moft juft have caufe to quake f 

VIII. 
Thou mighty, formidable king. 
Thou mercy's unexhaufted fpring^ 
Some comfortable pity bring ! 
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IX. 
Forget not what my renibm coft, 
Nor let my dear-bought foul be k>ft^ 
In ftorms of guilty terror toft. 

X. 
Thou who for me didft feel fuch pain, 
Whofe precious blood the crofs did ftsdn^ 
Let not thofe agonies be vain* 

XI. 

Thou whom avenging powers obey,^ 
Cancel my debt (too great to pay) 
Before the fad accounting-day. 

XII. 
Surroimded wkh amazing fears, 
Whofe load my foul with anguiih bears^ 
I Ugh, I weep : Accept my tears. 

XIII. 
Thou who wert mov'd with Mary*s griefi. 
And, by abfolving of the thief, 
JHaft given me hope, now give relief. 

XIV. 
Reje6l not my unworthy prayer, , 

Pref^rve me from that dangerous fnare 
Which death and gaping bell prq>arc« 

XV. 

Give my exalted foul a place 
Among thy chofen right-hand race ; 
The fons of God, and heirs of grace. 

XVI. From 
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XVI. 

From that infatiable abyfs. 

Where flames devom*, and ieipents hif^. 

Promote me to thy feat of blifs. 

XVII. 
Proftrate my contrite heart I rend, 
My God, my Father, and my Friend ; 
Do not forfake me in my end. 

XVIII. 
Well may they curfe their fecond breathy 
Who rife to a reviving death ; 
Thou great Creator of Mankind, 
Let guilty manxompaffion find ! 

PROLOGUE 

T O 

POMPEY, A TRAGEDY 

Tranflated by Mrs. Cath. Philips, 

From the F^nch of Monfieur Corneille, 

And a6led at the Theatre in Dublin. 

THE mighty rivals, whofe deftru6live rage 
Did the whole world in civil arms engage. 
Are now agreed i and make it both their choice. 
To have their fates determined by your voice. 
Caefar from none but you will have his doom. 
He hates th' obfequious flatteries of Rome : 
He fcoms, where once he ruPd, now to be try*d. 
And he hath ruPd in all the world befide. 

Wb 



ROSCOMMON'S POEMS. »S3 

When he the Thames, the Danube, and the Nile, 
Had ftain'd with blood. Peace floiiriih'd in this iHe ; 
And you alone may boaft, you never faw 
Caviar till now, and now can give him law. 

Great Pompey too, comes as a fuppliant here^ 
But fays he cannot now begin to fear : 
He knows your equal juftice, and (to tell 
A Roman truth) he knows himfelf too well. 
Succefs, 'tis true, waited on Caefar's fide, 
But Pompey thinks he conquered when he died. 
His fortune, when (he prov*d the moft unkind, 
Chang'd his condition, but not Cato's mind. 
Then of what doubt can Pompey 's caufe admit, 
Since here fo many Cato's judging fit. 

But you, bright nymphs, give Caefar leave to woo, 
The greateft wonder of the world, but you j 
And hear a Mufe, who has that hero taught 
To {peak as generoufly as e'er he fought j 
Whofe eloquence from fuch a theme deters 
All tongues but Englifh, and all pens but her». 
By the juft Fates your fex is doubly bleft. 
You conquered Caefar, and you praife him beft. 

And you (* illuftrious Sir) receive as due, 
A prefent deftiny preferv*d for you. 
Rome, France, and England, join their forces here> 
To make a poem worthy of your ear. 
Accept it then, and on that Pompey's brow, 
Who gave fo many crowns, beftow one now. 

* To the Lord Lieutenant. 

JLOSS'^S 
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ROSS'S GHOST 

SHAME of my life, dHhirbcr of my tomb, 
Bafe as thy mother's prodituted womb ; 
Huffing to cowards, fawning to the brave, 
To knaves a fool, to credulous fools a knave. 
The king's betrayer, and the people's (lave. 
Like Samuel, at thy necromantic call, 
I rife, to tell thee, God has left thee, Saul. 
I Ihove in vain th' infefted blood to cure ; 
Streams will run muddy where the fpring *s impui 
In all your meritorious life, we £ee 
Old Taaf s invincible fobriety. 
Places of Mailer of the Horfe, and Spy, 
You (like Tom Howard) did at once fupply : 
From Sidney's biood your Itjyalty did fpring. 
You fhew us all your parents, but the king, 
From whoTe too tender and too bounteous arms 
< Unhappy he who fuch a viper warms ! 
As dutiful a fubje^i as a fbn !) 
To your true parent, the whole town, you run. 
Read, if you can, how th' old apoflatc fell, 
Out-do his pride, and merit more than hell : 
Both he and you were glorious and bright. 
The firft and fairefl of the fons of light : 
But when, like him, you offer'd at the crown. 
Like him, your angry father kick'd you dowxu 

Tl 
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THE SIXTH ODE 

O F T H E 

THIRD BOOK OF HORACE, 

Of the Corruption of the Times. 

THOSE ills your anceftors have dooe, 
Romans, are now become your own } 
And they will coft you dear, 
Unleis you iboa repair 
The falling temples which the gods provoke, 
And ftatues fully '4 yet with iacrilegious fmokc* 

Propitious heaven, that rais'd your fathers high. 

For humble, grateful piety, 

(As it rewarded their refpeft) 

Hath fharply punifli'd your ncgleft ; 

All empires on the gods depend, 
Begim by their command^ at their command they end. 

Let Craflus' ghoft and Labienus tell. 
How twice by Jove'* revenge our legions fell, 

Andy with unfulcLng pride. 
Shining in Roman ^xnls^ the Parthian vidlors ride. 

The Scythian and -Egyptian fcum 

Had almoft ruin'd Rome, 
While our feditions took their part, 
Fill'd each^gyptian fail^andwing'd each Scythian dart. 

Firft, 



at^f ROSCOMMON'S POEMS, 

Firft, thofe flagitious times 
(Pregnant wth unknown crimes) 
Confpire to violate the nuptial bed^ 
From which polluted head 
Iiife£dous (beams of crowding (ins began. 
And through the (purious breed and guilty nation n 

Behold a ripe and melring maid. 
Bound prentice to die wanton trade ; 
Ionian artifls, at a mighty price, 
Inftruft her in the myiteries of vice ; 
What nets to (pread, where fubtle baits to lay. 
And with an early hand they form the tempered cja; 

Marry*d, their leflbns flie improves 
By practice of adulterous loves, 
And fcorns the common mean dciign 
To take advantage of her hu(band*s wine,. 
Or fnatch, in fome dark pface, 
A hafty illegitimate embrace^ 

No ! the brib'd hufl>and knows of all. 
And bids her rife when lovers call ; 
Hither a merchant from the ibaits. 
Grown wealthy by forbidden freights,. 
Or city cannibal, repairs, 
Who feeds upon the flelh of heirs ; 
Convenient brutes, whole tributary flame 
Pays the full price of lufl^ and gilds the ffightcd flia 
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*Twas not the fpawn of fuch as thcfe, 
That dy'd witfi Punick blood the conquered feas, 
And quafli'd the ftem ^acidfes ; 
. Made the-proud Afian monarch feel 
How weak his gold was againft Europe's fteel, 
Forc'd even dire Hannibal to yield ; 
And won the long-difputed world at Zama's fatal field. 

But ibldiers of a ruftic mouldy 
Rough, hardy, feafon'd, manly, bold. 
Ether they dug the ftubborn ground, 
Or through hewn woods their weighty ftrokcs did found. 

And after the declining fun 
Had chang'd the fliadows, and their talk was done, 
Home with their weary team they took their way. 
And drown'd in friendly bowls the labour of the day. 

Time fcnfibly all things impairs ; 
Our fathers have been wprfe than theirs ; 
And we than ours ,• next age will fee 
A race more profligate than we 
'<Widi all the pains we take) have Ikill enough to be, 

Tranflation of the follwing Verfe from L u c a n. 
Vidbix Caufa Diis placuit, fed Vi6la Catoni. 

nPHE gods were pleas 'd to chufe the conquering fide, 
-*■ But Cato thought he conquer'd when he dy'd. 

S HORACE'S 
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HORACE'S 
ART OF POETRY*. 

" Scribcndi refle, fapere eft & principium & fons." 

T HAVE fcldom known a trick fucceed, and will put 
*- none upon the reader ; but tell him j^ainly that I 
think it could never be more feafonable dian now to 
lay down fuch rules, as, if they be obferved, will 
make men write more corre£Uy> and judge ' more dif- 
creetly ^ but Horace muft be read ferioully or not at 
all^ for clfe the reader won't be the better for hinii 
and I rlhall have loft my labour. I have kept as do& 
as I could, both to the meaning and the words of tbe 
author, ^nd done nothing but what I believe he would 
forgive if he were alive ; and I have often aiked myfelf 
that qilieftion. 1 know this is a field, 

" Per quem magnus equos Auruncae flexit Alumnus/ 

But with all the rcfpc^ due to the name of 6(8 
Jonfon, to which no man pays more veneration thtt 
I ; it cannot be denied, that the conftraint of liiyiric^ 
and a literal tranilation (to which Horace in this book 
declares himfcif an enemy), has made him want a com- 
ment in many places. 

* Printed from Dr. Rawlinfon's copy, corre6bd tf i 
the Earl of Rofcommon's own hand. 
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My chief care has been to write intelligibly ; and 
where the Latin was obfcure, I have added a line or 
two to explain it. 

I am below the envy of the critics; but, if I durft, 
I would beg them to remember, that Horace owed his 
favour and his fortune to the chara£^er given of him 
by Virgil and Varius, that Fundanius and Pollio are 
ftill valued by what Horace fays of them, and that, 
in their golden age, there was a good underftanding 
among the ingenious, and thofe who were the moil 
cilcemcd were die befl natured^ ^ 



TF in a picture (Pifb) you fhould fee 

-■^ A handfome woman with a fifhes tail. 

Or a man's head upon a horfe's neck, 

Or limbs of bcails of the mofl different kinds, 

€over'd with feathers of all forts of birds, 

Would you not laughj^ and think tlic painter mad ! 

Truft me, that book is as ridiculous, 

Whofe incoherent ftyle (like fick men's dreams) 

Varies all ihapes, and mixes all extremes. 

Painters and Poets have been ftill allow'd 

Their pencils, and their fancies unconfin'd. 

This privilege we freely give and take ; 

3ut Nature, and the common laws of fcnfc». 

V'orbid to reconcile Antipathies,. 

^r make a fnake engender with a dove, 

And hungry tigers court the tender lambs. 

Some, that at firft have promised mighty things,. 

Applaud themfelves, when a few florid lines 

S 1 ^ViEvt; 
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Shine through th* infipid dulnefs of the reii ; 

Here they defcribe a temple, or a wood, 

Or ftreams that through delightful meadows rua, 

And there the rainbow, or the rapid Rhine ; 

But they mifplaoe them all, and crowd them in. 

And are as much to feck in other things. 

As be that only can deiign a tree, 

Would be to draw a ihipwreck or a Ibrm. 

When you begin with ^ much pomp and ihow» 

Why is the end fo little and fo low ? 

Be what you will, fo you be ilill the fame. 

Moft poets fall into the groffeft faults. 
Deluded by a feeming excellence : 
By ftriving to be (hort, they grow obfcure. 
And when they would write'fmoothly, they want ftrenj 
Their Iprits fink ; while others, that affeft 
A lofty ftyle, fwell to a tympany ; 
Some timorous wretches ftart at every blaft. 
And, fearing tempefts, dare not leave the fliore ; 
Others, in love with wdld variety. 
Draw boars in waves, and dolphins in a wood ; 
Thus fear of erring, join'd with want of (kill. 
Is a moft certain way of erring ftill. 

The meaneft workman in th* ^milian fquare. 
May grave the nails, or imitate the hair. 
But cannot finiih what he hath begun ; 
What can be more ridiculous than he ? 
For one or two good features in a face. 
Where all the reft are fcandaloufly ill. 
Make it but more remarkably deform'd. 
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et poett match dieir fubje^ to their fhrengtbi 
{ often try what weight they can fupporty 
I what their ihoulders are too weak to bear* 
:r a ferious and judicious choice, 
hod and eloquence will never fail. 
8 well the force as ornament of vcHe 
(1ft in chooiing a fit time for ^ings, 
. knowing when a Muie may be indulged 
cr full flight, and when fht fliould be curbed, 
'^ords muft be choien, and be plac'd with fkill r 
gain your point, when by the noble art 
7ood connexion, an unufual word 
lade at firft familiar to our ear. 
if you write of things abftrufe or new, 
e of your own inventing may be usM, 
t be feldofn and difereetly done : 
he that hopes to have new words alloVd, 
\ {o derive them from the Grecian fpring, 
they may ieem to flow without confbaint. 
an impartial reader difcommend 
'^arius, or in Virgil, what he likes 
4autus or Cxcilius ? Why fliould I 
rnvy'd for die little I invent, 
t:n Ennius and Cato's copious ftyle 
c fo enrich'd, and fb adom*d our tongue ? 
I ever had, and ever will have, leave 
coin new words well fuited to the age. 
rds arc like leaves, fome wither every year, 
I every year a younger race fuccccds. 
th is a tribuu all things o\ye to fate | 

S 3 The 
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The Lucrine mole (Caefar's ftupcndous work) 
Prote£lts our navies from the raging north ; 
And (fince Cethegus drain'd the Ponttnc lake) 
We plow and reap where former ages row'd. 
Sec how the Tiber (whofe licentious waves 
So often overflowed the neighbouring fields) 
Now runs a fmooth and inofienfive couHe, 
Confin'd by our great Eo^peror's command : 
Yet this, and they, and all, will be forgot; 
Why then ihould words diallenge eternity* 
When greateft men and greatefl a£lions die } 
Uie may revive the 'Obfoleteft words, 
And banifh thofe that now ais moft in vogue; 
Vfe is the judge^ the law^ and rule of Speech. 

Homer firft taught the worid in epick verfe 
To write of great commanders, and of kings. 

Elegies were at firft deiign'd for grief, 
Though now we ufe them Jto exprefs our joy t 
But to whofe Mufe we owe that fbit of verfe^ 
Is undecided by the men of ikill. 

Rage with lambicks ami'd Archilochns^ 
Numbers for dialogue and .a£lion fit. 
And favourites of the Dramatic Muie. 
Fierce, lofty, rapid, whofe commanding ieund 
Awes- the tumultuous noifes of the pit, 
And whofe peculiar province is the ftage. 

Gods, heroes, conquerors, Olympic crowns. 
Love's pleafing cares, and the free joys of wine^ 
Are proper fubje6ks for the Lyric fong. 

Why is he honoured with a poet's name. 
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y neither ki],ow8 nor would obfenre a rule ; 
'. choofes to be ignorant and proud, 
ler than ovvh his ignorance, and learn > 
;very thing have its due place and time, 
comic fubjeft loves an humble veHe, 
edes fcoms a low and comic ftyle. 
comedy (bmetimes may raife her voice, 
Chremes be allowed to foam and rail : 
;edians too lay by their (late too grieve ; 
IS and Telephus exil*d and poor, 
ct their fweiling and gigantic words, 
lat would have ^pe6faitors ihare his grief, 
: write not only well, but movingly, 
raife men's paffions to what height he will, 
veep and laugh, as we fee others do : 
nly makes me fad who (hews the way, 
firft is fad himfelf ; then, Telephus, 
. the weight of your calamities, 
fancy all your miferies my own : 
if you aft them ill, I deep or laugh ; 
looks muft alter, as your fubjeft does, 
kind to fierce, from wanton to fevere : 
ature forms, and foftens us within, 
writes our fortune's changes in our face. 
ire inchants, impetuous rage tranfports, 
grief dejefts, and wrings the tortur'd foul, 
thefe are all interpreted by ipeech ; 
e whofe words and fortunes difagree, 
•d, unpity*d, grows a public jeft. 
7e the chara6lers of thofe that fpeak, 

S 4 Whether 
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Whether aa honeft fervant, or r cheat. 
Or one whofe blood boils ia his fovathk irdnsj 
Or a grave matron , or a bufy nurieiy 
Extorting merchants^ eaieful huibaBdmeBy 
Argives or Th^bans, Afians or GrQe]^^. 

Follow report, or fi^ign cohercni things 2 
Defcribe Achilksy as Achillea waa^ 
Impatient, ifafii, inexorable, proud, 
Scorning all judges, and all law but anpM ; 
Medea muft be ail revenge and blood> 
Ino all tears, Ixion all deceit, 
lo muft wander, and Orelles mourn. 

If your bold Mufe dare trea^d unbeaten pathit 
And bring new chara6lers upon the ftage. 
Be fure you keep them up to their firft height^ 
New fubje6ls are not eafily explained. 
And you had better choofe a well-known theme 
Than truil to an invention of your own : 
For what originally others writ, 
May be fo well difguis*d, and fo. improved. 
That with fame juftice it may pafs for yours j 
But then you muft not copy trivial things. 
Nor word for word too faithfully tranflatc. 
Nor (as (bmc fervile imitators do) 
Prefcribe at firft fuch ftrift uneafy rules. 
As you muft ever ftavifhly obfer\x. 
Or all the laws of decency renounce. 

Begin not as th' old poetafter did, 
" Troy's famous war, and Priam's fate, I fing.' 
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In what will all this oftont»tion «nd ? 
The labouring mauatain icarce brings forth « mouie s 
How far is this ffom the Maonian ftik ? 
*' Mufe, fpeak the oiaQi who, (ince the fiege of Troy» 
** So many towns, fuch change of manmrs faw."^ 
One with a fiaih begins, and ends in fKnoke, 
The other out of (moke brings gloiious light. 
And (without railing expe^btion high) 
Surprizes us with daring miracles, 
Tlie bloody Leibygons, Charybdis' gulph. 
And frighted Greeks, who near theiEltna ihore^ 
Hear Scylla bark, and Polyphemus roar. 
He doth not trouble us with I.eda's eggs, 
"When he begins to write the Trojan war j ^ 

Nor, writing the return of Diomed, 
Go back as far as Meleager's death : 
Nothing is idle, each judicious line 
Infenfibly acquaints us with the plot ; 
He choofcs only what he can improve. 
And truth and fifUoa are fo aptly ml^'d 
That all (eems uniform, and of a piece. 
Now hear what every auditor expefts ; 
If you intend that he ihould flay to hear 
The epilogue, and fee the curtain fall ; 
Mind how our tempers aher in our years. 
And by that rule form all your chani£l:ers. 
One that hath newly learn'd to fpeak and go. 
Loves childifh playsj^ is foon provok'd and pka»'d. 
And changes every hour his wavering mind. ' 
A youth that firft calls off his tutor's yoke. 

Loves 
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Loves horfesy hounds, and fjwrtSy and exerciie. 
Prone to all vic6, impatient of reproof, 
Proud, carelefs, fond, inconftant, and profuic. 
Gain and ambition rule our riper years. 
And make us flaves to intereft and power. 
Old men are t>nly walking hoQ)itals, 
Where all 'de£e£b tmd all difeales croud 
With reftlefs pain, and more tormenting fear. 
Lazy, moroie, full of delays and hopes, 
Opprefs'd with riches which they dare not uie ; 
Ill-natu#*d cenfors of the prefent age. 
And fond of all the follies of the pall. 
Thus all the treafure of our flo\ving years. 
Our ebb of life for ever takes away. 
Boys inuft not have th' ambitious care of men. 
Nor men the weak anxieties of age. 

Some things are a£^ed, others only told ; 
J5ut what we hear moves lefs than what we fee ; 
Spe6^ator6 only have their eyes to truft, 
But auditors muft truft their ears and you ; 
Yet there are things improper for a fcene. 
Which men of judgment only will relate. 
Medea mull not draw her murdering knife. 
And fpill her childrens blood upon the ftage. 
Nor Atreus there his horrid feaft prepare. 
Cadmus and Progn6's metamorphoiis, 
(She to a fwallow tum'd, he to a fnake) 
And whatibever contradi£ls my (enfe, 
I hate to ieei and never can believe. 
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Pive afts are the juft mcafure of a play- 
l^ever jprcfume to make a God appear, 
But for a bufinefs worthy of a God ; 
And in one fcene no more than three (hould fpeak« 

A chorus ihould fupply what a^on wants. 
And hath a generous and manly part ; 
Bridles wild rage, loves rigid honefty, 
And ftiift obfervance of impartial laws. 
Sobriety, fecurity, and peace. 
And begs the Gods who guide blind fortune's wheels 
To raife the wretched, and pull down the proud. 
But noth'mg muft be fung between -the a£U, 
But what fome way conduces to the plot. 

Firft the fhrill found of a fmall rural pipe 
(Not loud like trumpets, nor adorn'<l as now) 
Was entertainment for the infant fiage. 
And pleas'd the thin and balhful audience 
Of our well-meaning, frugal anceftoi*s. 
But when our walls and limits were cnlarg'dy 
And men (grown wanton by profperity) 
Study'd new arts of luxury and eafe. 
The verfe, the mufic, and the. fcene, *s improved % 
For how ihould ignorance be judge of wit. 
Or men of fenie applaud the jefts of fools ? 
Then came rich doaths and graceful a6^ion in^ 
Then inftruments were taught mone moving note8« 
And eloquence with all her pomp and charmi 
Foretold us ufeful and fententious truths, 
As thofe delivei"d by the Delphic God. 

The firft tragedians found that.ferious ilyle 
Too grave for their uncultivated age. 

And 
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And fo brought wild and naked fetyrs xn, 

Whofe motion, words, and ihape, were all a hrct, 

(As oft as decency would give them kare) 

Becaufe the noad ungovernable rout. 

Full of coofufion, and the fumes of wine, 

Lov'd fuch variety and antic tricks. 

But then they did not wrong themfetves (b much 

To make a god, a hero, or a king, 

(Stript of his golden crown and puipk robe) 

Deiccnd to a mechanic diale6b. 

Nor (to avoid fuch meannefs) foaring high 

With empty ibund and airy notions fly ; 

For tragedy ihould blufh as much to fioop 

To the low mimic follies of a farce, 

As a grave matron would to dance with giri» r 

You muft not think that a fatiric ftyle 

Allows of fcandalous and brutifli words. 

Or the confounding of your charafters. 

Begin with Truth, then give Invention fcope. 

And if your ftyle be natural and finooth, 

All men will try, and hope to write as wtll ; 

And (not without much pains) be undeceived* 

So much good method and connexion may 

Improve the common and the plained things^ 

A fatyr that comes flaring from the woods, 

Muil not at firft fpeak like an orator : 

But, though his language fhould not be refin'd^ 

It muft not be obfcene and impudent ; 

The better fort abhors fcurrility. 

And often ccnfurc» what the rabble likes. 

Unpolifk'd! 
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TJupoliih'd verfcs pafi wiA many men, 
And Rome is too indulgent in that point ; 
But then to write at a loofe rambling rate, 
In hope the world will wink at all our faults^ 
Is fuch a mih ill-grounded confidence, 
As men may pardon, but will never praife. 
Be pcrfea in the Greek originals. 
Read them by day, and think of them by night. 
But Plautus was admir'd in former time 
With too much patience (not to call it worfc) ; 
His harili, unequal verfe was mufic dien. 
And rudenefs had the privilege of wit. 

When Thefpis firft exposed the Tragic Mufc, 
Rude were the a6^ors, and a cart the fcene, 
Where ghalily faces llain'd with lees of wine 
Frighted the children, and amus'd the croud ; 
This ^fchylus {with indignation) faw, 
And built a flage, found out a decent drefs, 
Brought vizards in (a civilerdifguifc), 
And taught men how to fpeak and how to a6b. 
Kext Comedy appeared with great ap|daufe. 
Till hw licentious and abulivc tongue 
Waken'd the magiftrates coercive power. 
And forc'd it to fupprefs her infolence. 

Our writers have attempted every way ; 
And they deferve our praife, whofe daring Muic 
Difdain'd to be beholden to the Greeks, - 
And found fit fubje£t8 for her verfe at home. 
Kor fhould we be lefs famous for our wit, 
Than for the force of our vidoriout arms ; 

But 
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But that the time and care that are required 
To overlook, and file, and poliih well. 
Fright poets from that neceifary toil. 

Democritus was (b in love with wit. 
And fbme men^s natural impuUe to write^ 
That he defpis'd the help of art and rules. 
And thought none poets till their brains were cracks 
And this hath fo intoxicated fomc, 
That (to appear incorrigibly mad) 
They cl^niinefs and company renounce- 
For lunacy beyond the cure of art, 
With a long beard, and ten long dirty nails^ 
Pafs cuivent for Apollo's livery. 
O my unhappy flars f .if in the- Spring 
Some phyfic had not cur'd me of the fpleen. 
None would have writ with more fuccefs than I j 
But I mud reft contented as I am, 
And only ferve to whet that wit in you, 
To which I willingly refign my claim. 
Yet without writing I may teach to write^. 
Tell what the duty of a poet is ; 
Wherein his wealth and ornaments confift,^ 
And how he may be form'd, and how improv'd. 
What fit, what not, what excellent or ill. 

Sound judgment is the ground of writing well ; 
And when Philofaphy dire6b your choice 
To proper fubjefb rightly underftood, 
Words from your pen will naturally flow ; 
He only gives the proper charaders. 
Who knows ^e duty of all ranks of men, 

Ai 
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And what we owe our country y parents, friends^ 

How judges and how fenators ihould aSt, 

And what becomes a general to do; 

Thofe are the likeil copies, which are drawn 

By the original of human life. 

Sometimes in sough and undigefled plays 

We meet with fuch a lucky charafker, 

Asy being humour'd right, and well purfued,. 

Succeeds much better than the ihallow verie 

And chiming trifles of more ibidious pens. 

Greece had a genius, Greece had eloquence. 
For her ambition and her end was fame. 
Our Roman youth is diligently taught 
The deep myfterious art of growing rich. 
And the firft words that children learn to (peak. 
Are of the value of the names of coin j 
Can a penurious wretch, that with his milk 
Hath fuck'd the bafeft dregs of ufury, 
Pretend to generous and heroic thoughts ? 
Can rufl and avance write lafUng lines ? 
But you, brave youth, wife Numa's worthy heir. 
Remember of what weight your judgment is. 
And never venture to commend a book. 
That has not pafs'd all judges and all tefts. 

A poet ihould inftru6l, or pleafe, or both^ : 
Let al} your precepts be fuccinft and clear. 
That ready wits may comprehend them foon, 
And faithful memories retain them long ; 
All fuperfluities are foon forgot. 
Never be fo conceited of your parts, 

To 
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To thtak you may perfuade us what you pleaft^ 

Or venture to bring in -a child alive^ 

That Canibals have murder'd and devour'd* 

Old age explodes all but morality ; 

Aufierity offends afpiring youths j 

But he that joins ic^Hru^on with delight. 

Profit with plcafurey carries all the votes : 

Thefe are die volumes that enrich the Ak^s, 

Thefe pafs with admiration through the world, 

And bring their author to eternal fame. 

Be not too rigidly cenibripus^- . 
A ffaing may jar in the beft matter's hand. 
And the moft ikilful archer mifs his aim ; 
But in a poem elegantly writ, 
I would not quarrel with a flight miftake. 
Such as our nature's frailty may excufe ; 
But he that hath been often told his fault. 
And ftili pediftsy is as impertinent 
As a mufician that will always play, 
And yet is always out at the fame note : 
When fuch a pofitive abandoned fop 
(Among his numerous abfurdities) 
Stumbles upon fome tolerable line, 
I fret to fee them in fuch company. 
And wonder by what magic they came there. 
But in long works fleep will fomeiimes furprife ; 
Homer himfelf hath been obfenr'd to nod. 

Poems, like pi6bjres, are of different forts. 
Some better at a diftancc, others near. 
Some love the dark, fcnne choofe the cleareft light. 
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I boldly challenge the moft piercing eye^ 

e pleaie' for once, fbme will for ever pldife^ ' 

. Pifo, . (though yoar iuiowledge of the world, -' ' 

'd with your father^s precepts^ make you wiib)' 

lembcr this as an imporcaAt tnith : 

e things admit of mediocrity, * ••..-. 

>un{ellbry or pleader at the bar, ' • ' ^~ 

want Mefiala's powerful eloquence, ' ^ 

e lefs read than dciep'Cafceilius; ' ' i 

this indifferent lawyer- li efteemM j - - • ■"• 

no authority of godsmxr men ■ ' j . . '. 

w of any mean ibpoefy: * ..:■(.». 

n ill concert, and a coarfe- perfume, ' ' ' 

race the delicacy of a feaft, :.::...< 

might with more difcretion have been (parM ; 
3efy, whofe end is to delight,- 
tits of no degrees, but muft be ftill 
jnely good, or defpicably ill, 
her things men have fomc rcafbh left, 
one that cannot dance, or fence, or run, 
airing of fucccfs, forbears to try ; 
ill (without condderation) write ; 

thinking that th' omnipotence, of wealth . 
rum them into poets:when they pleafe. 

Pifo, you are of too quick a iight 
:o difccm which way your talent lies, 
linly with your genius to contend ; 
f it ever be your fate to write, 
our productions pafs the fbri£left hands, 

and your father's, and not fee the light 

T Till 



( 
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Till time and care h»T€ ripcn'd every line. 
What yon keep by yo«« you ipay change and men 
But ilnwds Qnceljwke can n«rcr be recidl'd, 

Ofpheua, in^ir'dby moft than hnman power^ 
Did not, as poeta fei^, tante lavage beaib. 
But men as lawlefs*and as wild as tfaey» 
And firft difluaded them from rage and blood $ 
Thusy when Amf^iioii built theTheban wall> 
They feign'd the ftoaes obeyM hia magic lute s 
Poets, the firft infttodbrs of mankind, 
Brought all things to tbor ptopcx, xxative uie ; 
Some they appropriated to the gods. 
And fbme to public, fome to private ends ; 
Promifcuous love by marriage was reftrain'd, 
Citiea wece built, and ufeful laws were made ; 
So great was the divinity of verfe. 
And fuch obiervance to a poet paid. 
Then Homer's and Tyitaeus' martial Mufe 
Waken'd the. world, and founded loud alarms. 
To verfe we owe the &cred oracles. 
And our heft precepts of morality ; 
Some have by verie obtained the love of kings, 
(Who, with the Muies, ea(e their weary 'd. minds) 
Then blufh not, noble Piib, to protefl: 
What gods infpire, and kings delight to htar. 
Some think that poets may be formed by art. 
Others maintain that Nature makes them ib $ 
I neither fee what art without a vein, 
Nor wit without the help of art can do. 
But mutually they cave each other's aid. 



He that intends to gaih th' Olympic jhrite 
Muft ufe himielf tb hunger, heat, and cold. 
Take leave of wine, and the foft joys of loVe} 
And no mufidan ditits pittend to (kill, 
Without a great ^pdhce of time and pains'; 
But every little bufy fcribbler now 
Swells with the praifes which he gives himfclf j 
And> taking fan£^uary in the crowd, 
Brags of his impudence, and fcoms to mend. 
A wealthy poet takes more pains to hire 
A flattering audience, diah poor tradefmen do 
To pa:fuade cuftomers to buy their goods. 
'Tis hard to find a man of great eftate, 
That can dlftinguifh flatterers from friends. 
Never delude yourfelf, nor read your book 
Before a bribed and fawning auditor. 
For he '11 commend and feign an extafy, 
Grow pale or weep, do any thing to pleale : 
True friends appear lei's mov'd than counterfeit ; 
As men that truly grieve at funerals. 
Are not (b loud as thofe that cry for hire. 
Wife were the kings, who never chofc a friend, 
Till with full cups they had unmalk*d his foul, 
And feen the bottom of his deepeft thoughts j 
You caiUhot arm yourfelf with too much care 
Againft the fmiles of a defigning knave. 

Quintilius (if his advice were afkM) 
Would freely tell you what you fhould correffc, 
Or, if you could not, bid you blot it out, 
And with more care fupply tlie vacancy ;" 

T z But 
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But if he found you fpivd and pbftinate. 

(And apter to defend than mend your^ults), . ■ 

With filence leave you to -admire ypurfelf) 

And without rival hug your darling book. 

The prudent, care of an impartial friend 

Will give you notice of each- idle line. 

Shew what founds harfli, a^d what wants ornament, 

Or where it is too laviflily beftow'd ; 

Make you explain all that, he finds obfcure. 

And with a ftrifk enquiry mark yoVir faults ; 

Nor for thefe tnfles fear to lofe your love : 

Thofe things which now feein frivolous and flight. 

Will be of a mott ferious confequence. 

When they have made ^ou once ridiculous. 

A poctafter, in his raging fit, 
(Follow'd and pointed at by fools and boys) 
Is dreaded and profcrib'd by men of fcnfe ; 
They make a lane for the polluted thing. 
And fly as from th' infeftion of the plague. 
Or from a man whom, for a juft revenge. 
Fanatic phrenzy font by heaven purfues. 
If (in the raving of a fi antic Mufe) 
And minding more his verfes than his ^vay, 
Any of thefc fliould drop into a well, 
Though he might burfl his lungs to call for help. 
No creature would afllift or pity him, 
But feem to think he fell on purpofe in. 
Hear how an old Sicilian poet dy'd ; 
£mpcd9cles, mad to be thought a god, 
In a cold fit leap'd into JEtna's flames, 

GI 
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Give poets leave to make themfelves away. 
Why (hcNild it be a greater (in to kill, 
Tlian to keep men alive againll their will ? 
Nor was this chance^ but a deliberate choice ; 
For if Empedocles were now revived. 
He would be at his frolic once again. 
And his preteniions to divinity : 
'Tis hard to fay whether for facrilege. 
Or inceil, or fbme more unheard-of crime. 
The rhyming fiend is fent into thefe men; 
But they are all moft vifibly poifefl, 
And, like a baited bear when he breaks loofe, 
Without diftin£^ion feize on all they meet ; 
}^one ever fcap*d that came within their reach. 
Sticking like leeches, till they burfl with blood. 
Without remorie infatiably they read, 
And. never leave till they have read men dead. 

%♦ Lord Roscommon's verfes on the •* Religio 
'* Laici" are printed in the firft volume of 
Dryden's poems. 
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B Y .the' , , . 

EARL OF ROCHESTER. 
A DIALOGUE^ 

8TREPHON. 

PR'YTHEE now, fond fool, give o'er j 
Since my heart is gone before. 
To what purpoie ihould I ftay } 
Love commands another way. 

DAPHNE. 

Perjur'd Twain, I knew the time 
When diflembling was your crime, 
In pity now employ that art, 
Which firil betrayed, to eafe my heart. 

STREPHON. 

Women can with pleafure feign t 
^en .diflem))le ftill with p^bu 

What 
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What advantage will it prove. 
If I lye, who cannot love ? 

T/^ D A P jrf N E. t , 

Tell me then the reafon, why 
Love from hearts in love does fly ? 
Why the bird ^•ill'build a neft, 
Where Ihe ne'er ifttends to reft ? 

Love, like other little boys, 
Cries for hearts, as they for to3r8 : 
Which when gain'd, in childiih play. 
Wantonly arc thrown away. 

DAPHNE. 

Still on wing, or on his knees, 
. t^ove idoe^ nothing b^ deg^es :: 
Bafely flying when moft priz'd, 
Meanly fawning when defpis*d. 
Flattering or infulting ever, 
tycnerous and grateful never : 
All his joys are fleeting dreams, 
All his woes fevere extremes. 

STREPHON. 

Nymph, unjuftly you inveigh ; 
Love, like us, mufl Fate ob^. 
Since 'tis Nature's law to change, 
Conftancy alone is ftrange. 
See the heavens in lightnings break. 
Next in ftorms of thunder fpeak ; 
Till a kind rain from above 
Makes a calai — (b *ik m loreft 



Flames begin o^r fiffft .a44«^9 
Xike meeting thunder we (tmbiMe t 
Then, you knoftv, iht ikcwren that fall 
Quench the fice»< ao4 ^viex idji. 

D A P Jl V JL 

How i^oiikt I cbe flioweMi foftt f 
*Twas fo pleafanc to be VBOt ! 
They kilVi love, I kaew k wclL 
I dy'd all the while Chey fell. 
Say at leaft wbat aynpk k k, 
Robs my br«ft •£ ib nwKli by6 f 
If (he 's fur, I (hall be eas'd, 
Through my ruin you '11 be pleas'd. 

Daphne never was fo fair, 

Strephon, fcarcely, fb fintere. 

Gei^tie, inpocei^, ai^ &ee» 
Ever pleas'd with only me. 
Many charms »y hewrt enthral* / 

But there 's one above them all : 
With averiion, fk» 4otB ^y 
Tedious, tra4ia& conJftan/cy. 
D A f n )H «* 
CfMid Ai^phttfi 1 I fubmit. 
Do what lqv« and you tfaj^jpi: fi( : 
Change is fate, an4 QOt 4^%]). 
Say you would have itiU been miae* 

ST9LEPHQN. 

Nymph, I cannot : 'tis top tniH> 
Chan§B has qx9X^ chants th^qii you. 

Be, 
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Be, by my exlunpk, wife} 
Faith to pleafuve -iacrifice. 

• DAPHNE. 

Silly (wain,- I-ii tiave you knorvr, 
'Twas my pra^oe long ago : 
Whilft ybii Tainly thought me. true,; 
I was falfe, in iborn of you^ • , 
By my tears, my heart's diiguife^ 
I thy love'and thee deipife. 
Womankind more joy diicovers . ,-. . 
Makiiig fbob, than keeping" lovers. 



A PASTORAL DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN 

ALEXIS AND STREP HON. 
Written «t the Bath in the Year 1674. 

A L EX I «, 

THERE fighs not on the plain 
So loft a Twain as I j 
Scorch'd up with love, froze with difdiiiB, 
Of killing fweetnefs I complain. 

8 T R E P H O N. 

If 'tiiS Coririna, die. 
Since firft my dazzled eyes were thrown 

On that'bewiiching face. 
Like riun'd birds robb'd of their young, 

Lamentini 
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Lamenting, fritted, and irndpne, 

I fly from place to place* '*. . ' 

Fram'd by fome cruel powers above,-^ 
So nice fhe is, and fair ; , 

None from undoing can remove 
Since all, who are not blind,, ipuft lovei 

Who are not vain, deipair. 
ALEXIS; 
The gods no fboner give a grace^ 

But, fond of their own art, . , 

Severely jealous, ever place, . 
To guard the glories of a face, 

A dragon in the heart. 
Proud and ill-natur*d powers they are, 

Who, pcevilh to mankind, r 

For their own honour's fake, with care 
Make a fwiet form divinely fair : ' ^ 

Then add a cruel mind. 

s T R E p" rt o N. 
Since flie *8 inlenfiblc of love. 

By honour taUght to hatfe 5 
If we, forc'd by decrees above, ' ' 

Muft fenfible to beauty prove. 

How tyrannous is Fate ! " ' • * 

I to the nymph have never njftn*d ' • ^ 

The caufe of all my pain. 

ALEXIS. 

Such baflifulnefs may well be blam'd $ 
For, fince to ferve we 're not afham'd, ' 
Why fliould (he blufli to reign ^ ' ' 

STREPHON, 



But, if her haughty hekrt dfdpift 

^Ay htbnfiDre pitonet'ci Gtie, 
The juft compaflioD (he denies, 
I may obtaiiif fitnn otfien' eyat ) 

Hft^ar^ iH>t fisir alone. 
Devouring flames require net(^ food ; 

My heart 's ccmfum^d ahnoft : 
New fires ttixtk kindle ill her blood'. 
Or nkine go<oiity and that 'Sr i^ good: 
A L £ X I s. 

Would'ft li^e when love is loft ? 
Be dead before thy paflioii dies ; 

For* if thou ihould'ft furvive, 
What angui(h would thy heart" fui^rize. 
To fit; her dames begin to rifcy 

And thitid no more alive ? 

STREi»HON. 

Rather what pleafure fhould I meet 

In my triuriiphant fcom. 
To fee my tyrant at my feet ; 
While, taught by her, unmov'd I fit 

A tyrant in my turn. 

ALEXIS. 
Ungentle ihepherd ! ceafe, for (hamey 

Which way can you pretend 
To merit fo* divine a flame. 
Who to dull life make a mean claun, 

When love is at an end? 



As trees are by their bark crobrac'dy r 

Love to rhj find dodidiDg ; 
When torn by tiM heid's gnedy tofiffy 

They wither in the fipnmg^ 
My ri^d love-v»o«ld iboB rdike, 

DiflolVing tn«» ak, 
Should-1 that nymph ceaic to admire^ 
Blt(t*d in wiiofie anns I will cxpipc, 

Orattberfeetdeijpair. . 



THE ADVICE. 

ALL things fubmit themfelves to your command. 
Fair CsMz, when it does not love withftand .' 
The power it borrows from your eyes alone ; 
All but the god muft yield to, who has none. 
Were he not blind, fuch are the charms you have, 
He 'd quit his godhead to become yourflavc : 
Be proud to a£): a mortal hero's part, 
And throw himfelf foir fkme on his own dart. 
But fate has otherwife diKpos'd of things, 
In different bands fbbjedted ilaves and kings r 
Fetter'd in ftnrms of royal ftate are they. 
While we enjoy the freedom to obey. 
That fate, like you; refiftlefs does ordain 
To Love, that over Beauty he ihall- reign. 
By harmony the univerfe does move, 
And what is harmony but mutual love ? 

Who 
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Who would lelift' an empire fb divine. 

Which univerfal nature' does enjoinrf 

See gentle brooks, how quiedj- they glidf«-: 

Killing the nigged baakt on either fide i 

While in their cryflal ftieaimt 9t once they ibovr, 

And with them feed thr flowers which they beftow ; 

Though rudely thiong'd by a too near en^btaqe^ 

In gentle mumrara tbey keep on their pace - 

To the lov*d.£b%{, fqr.ftr^ams hayp their ^efirn; 

Cool as they are> they fe^l lovels, pow^jf ul fiws. 

And with fuch paffion, that if any force 

Stop or molcH them in their amorous courfe. 

They fwcll> breajc 4own with rage,.andpiiyage o*cr 

The banks they kifs'd, and flowers they fed before. 

Submit then, Caelia, ere you be redi^cM, 

For rebels,, vanquilh'd once, are vilely us'd. 

Beauty 's no more but the dead foil, which Love 

Manures, ai>4 docs by wiA? commeice Tipprove : 

Sailing by iighs, tlvough feas of tears, he fends 

Courtfhips from foreign hearts, for your own ends : 

Cherifh the trade, for as with Indians we 

Get gold and jewels, for our trumpery, 

So to each other, for their ufelefs toys, 

Lovers afibrd whole magazines of joys» 

But, if you 're fond of baubles, be, and ftarve. 

Your gewgaw reputation dill prefcrve : 

Live upon modefty and empty fame, 

Foregoing fenfe for a.fantaftic name. 



THE 
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THE DISCOVERY. 

CJELIA9 that fkithful fervant you difown. 
Would in obedience keep iiis love his own r 
But bright ideas, fuch as you ihrpire. 
We can no more conceal than not admire. 
My heart at home in my own breaft did dwell. 
Like humble hermit in a peaceful cell : 
Unknown and undifturb*d it refted there. 
Stranger alike to Hope and to Defpair. 
Now Love with a tumultuous train invades 
The facred quiet of thofe hallow 'd (hades ; 
His fatal flames fliine out to every eye, 
Like blazing comets in a winter Iky. 
How can my pallion merit your offence, 
That challenges fo little rccompencc ? 
For I am one born only to admire. 
Too humble e'er to hope, fcarce to dcfirc. 
A thing, whofe blifs depends upon your will. 
Who would be proud you*d deign to ufc him ill. 
Then give me leave to glory in my chain. 
My fruitlefs iighs, and my unpity'd pain. 
Let me but evpr love, and ever be 
Th* example or your power and cruelty. 
Since fo much fcom does in your breaft refidc. 
Be more indulgent to its mother Pride. 
Kill all you ftrike, and trample on their graves ; 
But own the fates of your negle^ed (laves ; 

U Whett 



When in the crowd yours undiftinguifti'd lies. 
You give i^af the trinitipli of your cjies. 
Perhaps (obtaining this) you *11 think I find 
^ore mtnrf y than yaw anger ha» defign'd : 
But Ee¥r ha» carefully defign'd for ne^ 
The laft perfe6Hon of ndifery. 
For to my fble the hopes of common peaos. 
Which -^iM^ wretch enjoys in death, muft ccaft 
^y worft of fates atttond Hie in my gravc^ 
Since, dying,. I m«ft be no more your fbTc 

W O M A N'S H O N O U I 
A S O K G. 

I. 

LOVE bid me hope, and I obeyM ; 
Phillis continued ftill unkind : 
Then you may e'en dcfpair, he faid, 
In vain I flrive to change her mind. 

ir. 

Honour's got in, and keeps her heart, 
Durft he but venture once abroad. 

In my own right I *d take your par^ 
And ihew myfelf a mightier god. 

in. 

This huffing Honour domineers 
In breails, wh»e he alone has place : 

But if true gsnerous Love appears. 
The he£lor dares not ibew his face. 

IV 
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IV. 
Let mc dill languifli and complain^ 

Be moft inhumanly deny'd : 
I have fome pleafure in my pain. 
She can have none with all her pride. 
V. 
1 fall a (kcrifice to Love, 

She lives a wretch for Honour's fake. 
Whofe tyrant does mdft cruel prove, 
The difference is not hard to make. 
VI. 
Confidcr Real Honour then, 

You'll find hers cannot be the fame ; 
'Tis noble confidence in men. 
In women mean miftruflful (hame. 

GRECIAN KINDNESS. 
A SONG. 

I. 

THE utmoft grace the Greeks could Ihew, 
When to the Trojans they grew kind, 
Was widi their arms to let them go, 

And leave their lingering wives behind. 
They beat the men, and burnt the town; 
Then all the baggage was their own. 

II. 
There the kind deity of wine 
Kifs'd the foft wanton god of love ; 

U 2 TV\^ 
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This clapp'd his wings, that prefs'd his vine; 

And their beft powers united move. 
While each brave Greek embrac*d his punk, 
Luli'd her aileep, and then grew drunk. 

THE MISTRESS. 
A SONG. 

I. 

A N age, in her embraces paft, 
-^^ Would feem a winter's day ; 
Where life and light, with envious haftc. 
Are torn and fhatch'd away* 
II. 
But, oh ! how flowly minutes roll. 

When abfent from her eyes j 
That fed my love, which is my foul. 
It languifhes and dies. 
III. 
For then, no more a foul but Ihade, 

It mournfully does move ; 
An^ haunts my breaft, by abfence made 
The living tomb of love. 
IV. 
You wifer men defpife me not ; 
Whofe love-fick fancy raves. 
On ihades of fouls,, and heaven knows what : 
Short ages live in graves. 

V. Whcne 
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V. 

Whene'er thole wounding eyes, fo full 

Of fvvcetnefs you did fee, 
Had you not been profoundly dull, 

You had gone mad like me. 
VI. 
Nor cenfurc us, you who perceive 

My beft-belov'd and me. 
Sigh and lament, complain and grieve. 

You think we difagree. 
VII. 
Alas ! 'tis facred jealoufy. 

Love raised to an extreme ; 
The only proof, 'twixt them and me, 

We love, and do not dream. 

VIII. . .' 

Fantaftic fancies fondly move. 

And in frail joys believe : 
Taking falfe pleafure for true love 5 ^ 

But pain can ne'er deceive. ^ 

IX. 

Kind jealous doubts, tormenting fears, 

And anxious cares, when pad. 
Prove our heart's treafure fix'd and dear. 

And make us blefs'd at lafl. 



V 3 A SONG. 
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A SONG. 

I. 

A BSENT from tJw I Iwguifli ftill 5 

•*-^ Then aik me not, When I return ? . 

The ftraying fool *t will plainly kill, 

To wifh all day, all night to mourn. 

II. 

Dear, from thine arms then let mc fly. 

That my fantaftic mind may prove 
The torments it deferves to try, 

That tears my fix'd heart from my love. 
III. 
When wearied with a worid of woe 

To thy fafc bofom I retire. 
Where love, and peace, and truth, does flow 
May I contented there expire ! 
IV. 
Left, once more wandering from that heaven, 

I fall on fome baie b«art unbleft ; 
Faithlefs to thee, falfe, unforgiven, 
And lo(c my evorlafting reft. 

A SONG. 



T) HILL IS, be gentler, I advife, 
•*• Make up for time mif-fpent. 
When beauty on its death-bed lies, 
*Tis high time to repent. 

IL 



II. 
Such is the malke of y<Mlr ft«» 

That makes you old fo (bon s 
Your pleafure ever a»ae9 too late» 

How early e'er begnA^ 
III. 
Think what a wretched thing is fhe, . . 

Whofe ftars tontrive,. in fyx^t. 
The morniag of her love fliould be 

Her fading beauty's night. 
IV. 
Then if, to make your ruin more, 

You '11 peeviflily h& coy. 
Die With rtic fcandal of a >vhore. 

And never know the joy. 

TO COR INN A* 
A SONG. 



WHAT cruel pains Oorinna takes j 
'To force that harmlefs frown ; 
When not one charm her face forlakes. 
Love cannot lefe Ins own. 

ii. 

So fwect a face, Co foft a hearty 

Such eyes fo very kind. 
Betray, alas ! the filly art 

Vittue had ill defign'd. 

^4 IILPodt 
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III. 
Poor feeble tyrant f who in vain 

Would proudly take tijton her, 
Againft kind Nature to maintain 

AffeQed rules of honour. 

IV. 

The fcorn fhe bears fo helplefs prov«tS| 

When I plead paflion to her, 
That much fhe fears (but m«re fhe loves) 

Her vaiTal fhould undo her. 



LOVE AND LIFE, 
A SONG. 

I. 

ALL my pafl life is mine no more^ 
The flying hours are gone : 
Like tranfitory dreams given o'er, 
Whofe images are kept in flore ^ 

By memory alone. 

n. 

The time that is to come is not ; 

How can it then be mine } 
The prefent moment 's all myioti 
And that, as fail as it is got, 

Philiis, is only thine, 

m. Then 



III. 

Then talk not of mconi^ancy, 

Falfe hearts, and broken vows 2 
If I, by miracle, can be 
This live-long minute true to thee, . , 

*Tis all that heaven allows. 

A S O N G. 



TTTHILE.pnthofe lovely look^ I gazc^ 
^^ To fee a wretch purfuing. 
In raptures of a blefs'd amaze, 

His pleafing happy ruin ; 
*Tis not for pity that I move j 

His fate is too afpiring, 
Whofe heart, broke with a load of love, 

Dies wifhing and admiring. 
II. 
But if this murder you 'd forego. 

Your flave from death removing j 
Let me your art of charming know, 
• Or learn you mine of loving. 
But, whether life or death betide, 

In love 'tis equal meafure j . 
The viftor lives with empty pride, 
■ The vanquifli'd die with pleafurc. 

A SONG. 
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A SONG. 

I. 
'T'O this xnomeht a rebel, I throw ^own my armS| 
■*• Great Love, at firft fight of Olinda's bright charms; 
Made proud and fecure by fuch forces as theie. 
You may novr ^lay the tyraat as ibon as you pleafe. 

When innocence, beauty, and wit, do confpire 
To betray, and engage, and inflame my defire i 
Why fhould I dedSne what I cannot avoid. 
And let pleafmg hope by bafe fear be dcftn)y*d ? 

III. 
Her innocence cannot contrive to undo me, 
Her beauty 's inclin'd, or why Ihould it purfue mCL? 
And wit has to pleafure been ever a friend ; 
Then what room for delpair, fince delight is Love's end? 

IV, 
TTiere can be no danger in fweetnefs and youths 
Where love is fecur'd by good-nature and truth. 
On her beauty I Ml gaz;e, and of pleafure complain j 
While every kind look adds a link to my chain. 

V. 

'Tis more to maintain, than it was to fiirpcnct 
But her wit lea(k m triumph the ilave of her eyes: 
I beheld, with the lofs of my freedom before; 
But, hearing, for ever mull ferve and adore. 

VI. Too 



VI. 

Too bright is my goddefs, her temple too weak : 
Retire, divine image ! I feel my heart break. 
Help, LoTt s I djiTol^e in a nature of chsurms. 
At the thought of thofe joys I fhould meet in her arms. 



UPON HIS LEAVING HIS MISTRESS. 



np I S not that I am weary grown 
■^ Of being yours,, and yours alone : 
But with what face can I incline 
To danm you to be only mine : 
You, whom fome kinder power did fafhion. 
By merit, and by inclination. 
The joy at leaft of a whole nation ? 

II. 
Let meaner fpirits of your fex. 
With humble aims their thoughts perplex : 
And boafl, if, by their arts, they can 
Contrive to make one happy man. 
While, mov*d by an impartial fenfe, 
Favours, like Nature, you difpcnfc. 
With univerfal influence. 



1 
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UPON 
DRINKING IN A BOWL. 

I. 

yU L C A N, contrive mc fuch a cup 
A» Neftor us'd of old ; 
Shew all thy (kill to trim it up, 
Damaik it round with gold. 
II. 
Make it fo large, that, fill'd with fack 

Up to the fwelling brim, , 

Vaft toafts on the delicious lake, 
. Like (hips at fea, may fwim. 

111. 
Engrave not battle oh his cheek j 
With war I 've nought to do j 
I *m none of thofe that took Maeftrick, 
Nor Yarmouth leaguer knew. 
IV. 
Let it no name of planets tell, 
Fix*d ftars, or conftcllations : 
For I am no Sir Sidrophel, 
Nor none of his relations. 
V. 
But carve thereon a fpreading vine 5 

Then add two lovely boys ; 
Their limbs in amorous folds intwine. 
The type of future joys. 

VI. Cu] 
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Vr. 

Cupid and Bacchus my ^nt^are. 

May drink and love ftill reign ! 
With wine I waih away my cares» 

And then to Love again. 

A SONG. 

I. 

AS Chloris full of harmlefs thoughts 
Beneath a willow lay, 
Kind Love a youthful Ihepherd brought. 
To pafs thp time away. 
II. 
She blufhM to be encountered fo. 
And chid the amorous Twain ; 
But, as Ihe drove to rife and go, 
He pulPd her down again. 
III. 
A fudden paffion ibiz'd her heart, 

In fpight of her difdain ; 
She found a pul(e in every part. 
And love in every vein. 
• IV. 
Ah, youth! (faid ihe) what charms are theft. 
That conquer and furprize ? 

Ah I let me for, unlefs you pleafe, 

I have no power to rife, 

^ V. She 
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V. . 

You that could my heart fubdue. 

To new conquefts ne'er pretend : 
Let th' exampk make me true. 

And of a conquered foe a friend. 
VI. 
Then, if e'er I fhould complain 

Of your empire, or my chain. 
Summon ail the powerful charms. 

And kill the rebel in your arms. 

CONSTANCY. 
A SONG. 

I. 

T Cannot change, as others do, 
•■■ Though you unjuftly fcorn ; 
Since that poor fwain that fighs for you. 

For you alone was bom, 
No, Phillis, no, your heart to move 

A furer way I *11 try j 
And, to revenge ipy (lighted love. 
Will flill love on, will dill love on, and die* 
II. 
When, kill'd with ^ef, Amyntas lies. 

And you to mind fliall call 

Tlie fighs that now unpity'd rife. 

The tears that vainly fall : 

Tl 
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welcome hour that ends this (mart, 

11 then begin your pain ; 

ich a faithful tender heart 

i never break, can never break in vain. 

A SON G. 

I." -' ■ ■ 

Y dear milbrcfs has a heart 

Soft as thole kind looks fhe gave me, 
I, with love's refiftlefs arc, 
d her eyes, (he did cnflave me. 
ler conftancy *s €0 weak, 
*s fo wild and apt to wander, 
my jealous heart would break, 
mid we live one day afunder. 

11. 
ng joys about her move, 
ling pleafurcs, wounding blifles r 
m drefs her eyes in love, 
d her lips can warm with kifles* 
Is liften when fhe fpeaks, 
: 's my delight, all mankind's wonder ; 
ny jealous heart would break, 
)uld we live one day afunder* 



A LET- 
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A LETTER 

From A R T E M I S A in the Tow 
To C L O E in the Country. 

CLOE, by your command in verfc I write ; 
Shortly you '11 bijd me ride efbide and JBght : 
Such talepts better with our fex agree. 
Than lofty flights of dangerous poetry. 
Among the meir, I mean the men of wit, 
(At Icaft they pafs'd for fuch before they w^rit) 
How many bold adventurers for the bays. 
Proudly defigning large returns of praife ; - 
Who durft that ftormy pathlefs world cxploce. 
Were foon dafliM back, and wreck'don the dull fhoi 
Broke of that little ftock they had before ! 
How would a woman's tottering barque he toft. 
Where ftouteft fhips (the men of wit) are loft ! 
When I reflcft on this, I ftraight grow wife^ 
And my own lelf I gravely thus advife : 

Dear Artemifa ! poetry 's a fnare ; 
Bedlam has many manfions, have a care j 
Your Mufe diverts you, makes the reader fad ; 
You think yourfelf infpir'd, he thinks you mad. 
Confidcr too, 'twill be difcrectly done. 
To make yourfelf the fiddle of the town. 
To find th' ill-humour'd pleafure at their need ? 
Curs'd when you fail, and fcom'd when you fuccee 
' T 
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» like an anant woman as I am, 
oner well conyinc'd writing 's a fhame, 
Wh&re is foaroe a more reproachful name 

Poctefs 

[nen that marry, or like maids that woo, 
fe 'tis th' very worft thing they can do : 
d with the contradi6kion and the fin, 
inks I ftand on thorns till- 1 begin. 
expe6t to hear, at leaft, what love has paft 
s lewd town, fincc you and I faw laft ; 
change has happened of intrigues, and whether 
Id ones laft, and who and who's together. 
Dw, my dcareft Ck>c, fhould I fet 
rn to write what I would fain forget ! 
nnie that loft thing Love, without a tear, 
fo debttuchM by iH-bred cuftoms here } 
the moft generous paffion of the mind, 
)ftcft refuge innocence can find ; 
ife direftor of unguided youth, 
It with kind wifhes, and fecur*d by thith ; 
:ordial-drop heaven in our cup has thrown, 
.ke thfe naufeous draught of life go down j 
lich one only blefling God might raife, 
ds of Atheifts, fubfidics of praifc : 
•ne did e'er fo dull and ftupid prove. 
It a God, and MefsM his power, in love t 
►nly joy, for which poor we are made, 
vn, like play, to be an arrant trade t 
oks creep in, and it has got of late 
ny little cheats and tricks as that ; 

X 2 But. 
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But, what yet more a woman's heart would vex, 
*Ti$ chiefly carry 'd oq by our. own fcx j r 

Our fitly fex, who bom, like monarGhs^ fr«e, 
Turn Gipfies for a meaner liberty, 
And hate reitraint, though but from infamy : 
That call whatever is not cornmon nice. 
And, deaf to Nature's rule, or Love's advice, 
Forfake the pleafure, to purfue the vice. 
To an exa6l perfection they have brought 
The a£tion Love, the paffion is forgot. 
^Tis below wit, they tell you, to admire. 
And cv*n without approving they defux : 
Their private wifh obeys the public voice, 
'Twixt good and bad whimfy decides, not choice : 
Fafhions grow up for tafle, at forms they (hike, 
They know what they would have, not what they like. 
Bevy *s a beauty, if fome few agree \ 

, To call him fo, the reft to that degree > 

Affefted are, that with their ears they fee. J 

Where I was vifiting the other night. 
Comes a fine lady, with her humble knight. 
Who had prcvaiPd with her, through her own fkill, 
At his icqueft, though much againft his will, 

To come to London 

As the coach ftopt, I heard her vcHce, more loud 
Than a great-belly'd woman's in a croud ; 
Telling the knight, that her affairs require 
He, for fome hours, obfequioufly retire. 
X think fhe was afkam'd he fhould be /^en : 1 

Hard fate of hufbands ! the gallant had been, r 
Though a difeas'd, ill-faYOur'd fool, brought in. J 

DifpaKk 
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Dlfpatchyikys.ihey the bnfinefs you pretend. 
Your bcaftly vifit to yoUr drunken friend, 
A bottle ever makes you look fo fine; :• 

Methinks'I long to fine)! you ftink of wine. 
Your coimtfy drinking breadi *9 enough to -kill ; 
Sour ale oorte£^ed with a lemon-peel. 
Pr'ythee, ferewei 9 we'll meet again anon : 
The neceflary thing bow8, and is gone. 
She flies up ftairs/ and all the hafte doc» (how 
That fifty antic poitures will ' allow ; ' •• 

And then burds out-— Dear madam, am not I 
The ftrangeft, altered, creature : let me die, 
I find myfclf ridiculoufly grown, 
Embarraft with my being out of town : ' 
Rude and untaught, like any Indian queen. 
My country nakednefs is plainly icen. 
How is Love govem'd ? Love that rules the itate j 
And pray who are the men moft worn of late ? 
When I was marry *d, fools were a-la-mode, 
. The men of wit were then held incommode : 
Slow of belief, and fickle in defire. 
Who, ere they '11 be perfuaded, muft enquire. 
As if they came to fpy, and not t* admire : 
With fearching wifdom, fatal to their cafe, 
They ftill find out why what may fhould not plcafc j ■ 
Nay, take themfelves for injur'd, when we dare 
Make them think better of us than we arc ; - 
And if we hide our frailties from their fights, 
Call us deceitful jilts and hypocrites ; 

X 3 They 
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They little guc&, who at our axtt are grirr'd. 
The pcrfeft joy of l^ng well-deoeiT'd'; 
Inquifitive as jealous cuckoldi grow ; 
Rather than not be Unotvisg, they will know 
What,^ being knowDy creatp tiieir ccrttin woe< 
Women fhould thefe, of ail mankkid,. avoid^ 
for wonder, by clear knowledge, is dcfiroy.^. 
Woman, who is an arraiie-bird of night. 
Bold in the duik, before a fool's dull ^^t ■ 
Aluft fly, when Reafon bri&gs the glaring li|^t« 
But the kind eafy fool, apt to admire 
Himfelf, trufls us ; his follie* all con^ire 
To flatter his, and favour our defire : 
Vain of his proper merit, he with eafe 
Believes we love him beft, who beft can pleaft i 
On him our grofs, dull, common flatteries pafs. 
Ever moft happy when moft made an afs ; 
Heavy to apprehend, though all mankind 
Perceive us fialfe, the fop himfelf is blind ; 

Who, doating on himfelf 

Thinks every one that fees hinx of his mind. 
Thefe are true womens men-7— Here, forc'd to ceafe* 
Through want of breath, not will, to hold her peacty 
She to the window runs, where Ihe had fpy'd 
Her much-cfleem'd dear friend, the monkey, ty*d ; 
With forty fmiles, as many antic bows. 
As if 't had been the lady of the houfe, 
The dirty chattering monftcr ihe embrac'd. 
And made it this fine tender fpeech at 1^ : 

Kiis 
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Kifs me, thou curious miniature of man;*' 
How odd thou art, how pretty, how japanr! 
Oh ! I could live and . die with thee t then on. 
For half an hour, in cdinpliments (he ran :* 
I took this time to thinJb whet Nature meant, 
U'hen this mixt thiiii|^inta the. world fhe feat> 
So vevywife^ yet ib itatpeotipent : 
One that knows every 'thipg^that God thought fi^, 
Should be an afs thponglrchlwbse,. not waist-of wit y 
Whofe foj^ery, \Vithodt th&hclpof fenie,-. 
Could ne'er have roie toliuch an excellences 
Nature 's as lame, in making a.frUe fop 
As a philofophcrp tUe netfy top 
And dignity of Mlif-\v^:S^ita.m> 
By (hidious^ieaech^andjabom- of the braior, 
By obfervation, couni«l|.Aad deep thought : 
God never made a' cox«omb worth a groat } 
. We owe that nam^: to induftry and arts r 
An eminent fool muft be a fool of parts. 
And fuch a one was Ihe, who had turn'd o'er 
As^many books as men, lov'd much, read more. 
Had a difcerning witi to her was known 
Ever)' one's fault, or merit, but her. own. 
All the good qualities that ever bleft 
A woman fo diftiuguifh'd fiom the reft. 
Except difcretion only, fhc poflcft. 
But now, mon cher, dear Pug, (he cries, atlicu ; 
And the diicourle broke off docs thus renew ? 

You fmile to fee me, who the world perchance 
Miftakes to have fome wit, fo far advance 

X 4 The 
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The intereft of fools, that I -approve 

Their merit more dian men of wit in love ; 

But in our fex too many piooft there are 

Of fuch whom wits undo, -and fools repair. 

This, in mj time, was fo obfervM a rule. 

Hardly a wdich in town btt hod^iier fool ; 

The meaneft common ilut, who long was grown 

The jeft aod foom of every pit buffoon. 

Had yet left charms. enough toihave fubdued 

Some fop or-other, fond to be thought lewd. 

Fofter could make an Mik lot&^u Kokes, 

And Betty Morris had her cityiviokes. 

A woman 's ne'er fo ruin'd, bat ihe can 

Be (till reveng'd on her undoer, nian : 

How loft foe'er, fhe'U find ibme lover rnoin 

A lewd abandoned fool than ihe a whore. 

That wretched thing Corinna, who has run 

Through all the feveral ways of being undone : 

Cozen'd at firft by love, and living then 

By turning the too-dear-bought cheat on men ; 

Gay were the hours, and wing*d with joy they fleW| 

When firft the town her early beauties knew ; 

Courted, admir'd, and lov'd, with prefents fed. 

Youth in her looks, and pleafure in her bed ; 

Till fate, or her ill angel, thought it fit 

To make her doat upon a man of Mrit ; 

Who found *twas dull to love above a day. 

Made his ill-natur'd jeft, and went away. 

Now fcom'd of all, forfaken and oppreft. 

She 's a memento mori to the reft : 

DiicM'4 
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DifeasM^ decay'd> to 'take up half a.crdwa: 

Muil mortgage her long fcarf and mantua gown ; 

Poor creature^iivvbvy anheard-ofy asaAf-: . t 

In feme dark hole muft all the winter lifi,,,. 

And want and dirt e^dwe a whole- half -fear. 

That for one oionth lihe \awdry may ^peac^ 

In E^r-term ihe g^ts: her a new gown ; 

When my young motor's wor/hip ccmijes tp town. 

From pedagogue and jonother juft fet free, ; 

The heir and hqpes of a -great family ; 

Who with i^ong be<r i^nd beef the coujotiy fi^les. 

And ever fince the C><n^ueft have been fbois< 

And nowy wjkh careful profpe£^ to maintain 

This chara^^r, kft eroiling of the (hnin . 

Should mend thA'twidCiy breed, his friends provide 

A couiin of. hi« own. tQ.be his bride : 

And thus fet , out-*----: 

With an eftate, no wit, and a young ^jrife. 

The foiid comforts of a coxcomb's life, 

Dunghill and peafe forfook, he comes to town. 

Turns fpark, learns to be lewd, and is undone ; 

Nothing fuits worfe with vice than want of ienie. 

Fools are flill wicked at their own expence. 

This o*er-grown fchool-boy loft Corinna wins i 

At the firft daih to make an afs begins : 

Pretends to like a man that has not known 

The vanities or vices of the town ; 

Fpeih is the youth, and faithful in his love. 

Eager of joys which he does feldom prove j 

Healthful ' 
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Healthful attd ftrong, he does -no pains endure 
But t^M^efair-cme he adores can cure ^ 
Grateful for favoun, does the fox c^tecnv 
And libels nohe for being kind to him i 
Then of tHfe-lewdnefs of thcttyvm complnns. 
Rails at thii wit8 and atheifts, and mainfiains 
'Tis better th^ good ienfe, than power or wealth. 
To have St blood untainted*, yoath> and health. 
The unbred poppy, who had nevei? fcen 
A creature look fo gay, or talkfb fine, 
Believes, ttieii falls in love, arid then in debt f 
Mortgages- alF, €V*n to the aricJMt feat. 
To buy hisF miftreft a new houib -for life, 
To give her plate and jewels, robi his wft ; 
And when- to* th' height of foiidikJft^hef'is ^eown, 
'Tis time to poifon him, and-alP'* herbwri': 
Thus meeting in her common armrhis-lfttej 
He leaves her baflard heir to his«eftate ; ■ 
And, as the race- of fuch an owl'deferve. 
His own duff lawful progeny he ftarves. 
>Iature (thait never made a thing m vain. 
But does etich in(e£t to fome end ordain) 
Wifely provokes kind keeping fook, no doubt. 
To patch up vices men of wit wear out. 

Thus (he ran on two hours, fome grains of fcnfe 
Still mixt with follies of impertinence. 
But now 'tis time I (houid fome pity (how 
To Cloe, lincc I cannot choofe bijc know. 
Readers muft reap what dulleil writer* fow. 

By 
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By the next poft I will fuch Hoaoa tell, 
Asy join'd to thefe, ihall t».a.^]une fivell^., . 
As true as heaTeo^ more ialuQous.thxnhfilL . . 
But you are tirfd, and £a am I. Farewell. 



AN EPISTOLARY ESSAY 
From Lord Rochester, to Lord Mulgrave, 

THEIR MUTUAL POEMS-.. . 

DEAR friend, I hear this town does (b abound' 
In iiracy cenfurert, that faults are found 
With what. c£ late we, in poetic ragp . 
Beftowing, throw away on the dull age. • 

But (howfoe'er envy their fplecn may raife. 
To ro> »iy brows of the deferred bays) 
Their thanks, at lead, I merit ; fince through mc 
They are partakers of your poetry. 
And this is all I '11 fay in my defence, 
T' obtain one line of your well-worded (enfe, 
I '11 be contei^t t' have writ the *' Britiih Prince." 
I 'm none of thofe who think themielves infpir'd, 
Kor write with the vain hope to be admir'd 1 
But from a rule I have (upon long trial) 
T' avoid with care all fort of felf-deniaL 
VThich way (be'er deiire and fancy lead, 
(Contpmning fame) that pth I boldly txead : 

And 
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And if expofing what! take for wit. 

To my dear fctf a pleafure I beget, 

No matter though the cenfuring critics- finet^ 

Thefe whom'tny Mtife diQjleafesareat ftrife. 

With equal fpleen, againft my courfe of life ; 

The leaft delight of which I '11 not forego^ 

For all Ae flattering jitailfe tuah can bcftow. 

If I deiign'd to pleafe,, the way were then 

To \nend my manners, radier than my pen : 

The firft *s unnatural, thepcfore unfit; 

And for the fecond I deipair of it, 

Since- grace is hdit (o hard to get as wit : 

Perhaps ill verfes ought to be coniinM, 

In n^iKre good-breeding, like unfavoury wind* 

Were reading forc*d, I ihould be apt to thmk. 

Men might no more write fcurvily than ftink. 

I 11 own that you write better than I do> 

But I have as much need' to write as you. 

In all I write, fhould (mfe, and wit, and rhyme^ 

Fail me at pnce, yet (bmething fo fublime 

Shall ilamp my poem^ that the world may fee. 

It could have been produced by none but me. 

And that 's my end ; for man can wiih no more 

Than fo to write, as none e'er writ before ; 

Yet why am I no poet of the times ? 

I have alluiions, fimilies, and rhymes. 

And wit ; or elfe 'tis hard that I alone. 

Of the whole race of mankind, ihould have noi) 

Unequally the partial hand of heaven 

Has all but this one only bleiling given. 
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The fenfes aietoo graft, add he '11 contrive 
A ^th, to ooDCradift the other Eve i 
Andy before certain infiin6^» will prefer 
Reafony which fifty times for one does err. 
ReafoUy an igms fttuus of the mind. 
Which leaves the light of nature, ienfe, behind : 
P&thlefs and dangerous wandering ways it ti^s» 
Through error's fenny bogs, and thorny brakes ; 
Whilft the mifguided follower climbs with pain 
Mountains of whimfies, heapt in his own brain : 
Stumbling. from thought to thought, falls headlong 

down 
Into Doubt's boundlefs fca, where like to drown 
Books bear him up a while, and make him try 
To fvvim with bladders of philofbphy j 
In hopes ftillto o'crtakc the ftipping light, 
The vapour dances in his dazzled fight, 
Till, fpent, it leaves him to eternal night. 
Then Old Age and Experience, hand in hand. 
Lead him to Death, and make him underftand, 
A'fter a fcarch fo jiainful and fo long, 
That all his life he has been in the wrong. 
Huddled in dirt, this rcafoning engine lies. 
Who \vzs fo proud, fo witty, and fo wife : 
Pride drew him in, as cheats their bubbles catch. 
And made him venture to be made a wretch; 
His wifdom did his happinefs deftroy. 
Aiming to know the world he fhould enjoy : 
And wit was his vain frivolous pretence. 
Of pleafmg others at his own expencc; 

For 
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For wits are treated juft like common whores, 

Firil they 're cnjoy'dy and then kick'd out of doon : 

The pleafure pafi, a threatening doubt remains, 

That frights th' enjoyer with fucceeding pains, 

Women> and men of wit, are dangerous tools^ 

And ever fatal to admiring fools. 

Pleafure allures ; and when the fops efiapey n 

'Tis not that tliey are lov'd, but fortunate ] f 

And therefore what they fear, at heart they hate. J 

But now, mcthinks, feme formal band and beard 

Takes me to talk : come jon, Sir, I 'm prepar'd. 

Then, by your favour, any thing that *s writ, 

Againft this gibing, gbgling knack, call'd Wil^ 

Likes me abundantly ; but you 11 take care^ 

Upon this point, not to be too fcvere^ 

Perhaps my Mufe were fitter for this part ; 

For, I profefs, I can be very fmart 

On wir, which I ablior with all my heart. 

I long to laih it in ibmc fliarp elTay, •\ 

But your grand indifcretion bids me flay, > 

And turns my tide of ink another way. J 

Wiiat rage ferments in your degenerate mind. 

To make you rail at reafon and mankind > 

Blefl glorious man, to whom alone kind heaven 

An everlafting foul hath freely given ; 

Whom his great Maker took fuch care to make> 

That from himfelf he did the image take. 

And this fair frame in Ihining reafon dreft. 

To dignify his nature above beail: 

ReafoDi 



} 
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Reafony by whofe a(piring influence, 

We take a flight beyond material (enfey 

Dive into myfteries, then foaring pierce 

The flaming limits of the univerfe, 

Search heaven and hell, find out what *s a£ted there. 

And give the world true grounds of hope and fear. 

Hold, mighty man, I cry ; all this we know 
From the pathetic pen of Ingelo, 
From Patrick's Pilgrim, Sibb*s Soliloqili^s, 
And 'tis this very reafon I defpiie * 

This fupematurai gift, that makes a mite 
Think he *s the image of the Infinite ; 
Comparing his ihort life, void of all refl. 
To the Eternal and the Ever-bleft : 
This bufy puzzling flirrcr up of doubt. 
That frames deep myfteries, then finds them out. 
Filling with frantic crowds of thinking fools. 
The reverend bedlams, colleges and Ichools, 
Borne on whofe wings, each heavy lot can pierce 
The limits of the boundlcfs univerfe. 
So charming ointments make an old witch fly. 
And bear a crippled carcafe through the Iky. 
*Tis this exalted power, whofe bufmcfs lies 

I In nonfenie and impoflabilities : 

I This made a whimfical philofophcr, 

I Brforc the fpacious world his tub prefer; 
And we have many modern coxcombs, who 
Retire to think, 'caufe they have nought to do. 
But thoughts were given for actions' government. 
Where adiion ccafcs, thought 's impertinent. 

Y Our 
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Cur rphere of .a6^roii fs lifers happihefs. 
And he that thinl^s beyond, thinks like an ais» 
Thus whilft againft falTe reafbning I inveigh, 
I own right reafon^ ^nrhich I would obey s 
•tliat reafon^, which ^ftinguilhes by fen/e, 
And gives ns rules of- good and ill from thence : 
That bounds defires with a reforming will, 
To keep them more in vigour, not to killr 
Your retfbn hinders, mine helps to enjoy. 
Renewing appetites, yours would dellroy. 
My reafbn is my friend, yours h a cheat j * 
Hunger calls out, my reafon bids me eat ; 
Perverfely yours, your appetite does mock ; 
This aiks for foodj that anfwers, what's a cloc 
This pJain diftinftion, Sir, your doubt fecure: 
*Tis'not true reafon I defpife, but yours. 
Thus I think reafon righted : but for man, 
1*11 ne*er recant, defend him if you can. 
For all his pride, and his philofophy, 
'Tis evident beaft^ are, in their degree. 
As wife at leaft, and better far than he. 
Tho(e creatures are the wifeft, who attain. 
By fureft means, the ends at which they aim^ 
If therefore Jowler finds, and kills his hare. 
Better than Meres fiipplies committee-chair ; 
Though one 's a ftatefman, th* other but a houn 
Jowler in juftite \^ill bfe wifer found. ^ 

You fee how far mah's wifdom here extends : 
Lodk. next if human nature makes amends -, 
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bofe principles are mod generoas and jufl ; 
id to whofe morals you would iboner truft : 
judge yourfclf, I *11 bring it to the tcft, 
hich is the bafeft creature, man or bcail : 
xls feed on biids, beafts on each other prey, 
t favage man alone does man betray. 
;ft by neceffity, diey kill for food ; 
m undoes man, to do' him£:lf tio* good : 
ith teeth and claws by nature arm'd, they hunt 
ture's allowance, to Aipply their want. 
t man, with fmiles, embraces,^ friendihips, praifc> 
Lumanly his fellow's life betrays ; 
th voluntary p«ins works his diftrefs f 
t through neceflity, but wantonnefs. 

• hanger or for love, they bite or tear, 
lilft wretched man is ftill in arms for fear ::> 

• fear he arras, and is of arms afraid, 
•m fear to fear fucceffively betray *d : 

e fear, the iburce ^enoe his beft paifions came^ 
boailed honour, and his dear-bought fame : 

e luft of power, to which he 's fuch a flave, 

d for the which alone he dares be brave ; 
which his various proje6ls are defign'd, 

lich makes him generous, affable, and kind ; 
which he takes fuch pains to be thought wife, 

d fcrews liis adions in a forc'd. difgui^ ; 

ds a moil tedious life, in mifery, 

ler laborious, mean h)rpocrify. 

k to the bottom of his vaft defign, 

lerein man's wilcUxn, power, and glory join f 

Y z The 
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The good he afts, the ill he docs endure, 
*Tis all from fear, to make himfelf (ecure. 
Merely for fafety, after fame they thirft ; 
For all men would be cowards if they durft : 
And honefty 's againft all common fenfe; 
Men muft be knaves ; 'tis in their own defence. 
Mankind 's difhoneft ; if you thhik it fair, 
Amongft known cheats, to play upon the fquare,. 

You '11 be undone 

Nor can weak truth your reputation favc ; 
The knaVes will all agree to call you knave. 
Wrong'd (hall he live, infulted o'er, opprefl. 
Who dares be lefs a villain than the reft. 
Thus here you fee what human nature craves^ 
Moft men are cowards, all men fhould be knave! 
The difference lies, as far as I can fee. 
Not in the thing itfelf, but the degree ; 
And all the fubje^l-matter of debate, 
Is only who 's a knave of the firft rate. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

ALL this with indignation have I hurl'd. 
At the pretending part of the proud world, 
Who, fwoln with felfilh vanity, devife 
Falfe freedoms, holy cheats, and formal lyes. 
Over their fellow-flaves to tyrannize. 

But if in court fo juft a man there be, 
(In court a juft man, yet unknown to me) 
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Who docs his needful flattery dire£l. 
Not to opprefs and ruin, but proteft ; 
Since flattery, which way foever laid. 
Is flill a tax on that unhappy tr^de ; 
If fo upright a ftatefman you can And, 
Whofe {iaiRons bend to his unbiafsM mind ; 
Who does his arts and policies apply. 
To raife his country, not his family. 

Is there a mortal who on God relies ? 
Whofe life his faith and doftrine juftifies ? 
Not one blown up with vain afpiring pride, 
Who, for reproof of fms, does man deride : 
Whoie envious heart with faucy eloquence. 
Dares chide at kings, and rail at men of fcnfc : 
Who in his talking vents more peevifh lyes. 
More bitter railings, fcandals, calumnies. 
Than at a goffiping are thrown about. 
When the good wives drink free, and then fall out, 
^one of the fenfual tribe, whofe talents lie 
2.n avarice, pride, in floth, and gluttony j 
"Who hunt preferment, but abhor good lives, -n 

"Whofe lull exalted to tliat height arrives, i 

TThcy a6l adultery with their own wives 5 J 

And, ere a fcore of years completed be, -^ 

Can from the lofty ftage of honour fee> i 

Hbilf a large parifh their own progeny. J 

Nor doating who would be ador'd, 

P«r domineering at the council-board, 
A greater fop, in bufinefs at fourfcore, 
P'onder of ferious toys, affc6lcd more, 

Y3 Than 



With all his noife, his ta^ry cloatht, and loves. 

But a meek humble man of moddt icnfe. 
Who, preaching peace, does praflife continence i 
Whofe pious life 's a proof he does believe 
Myfterious truths, which no m^ can conceive. 
If upon earth there dwell fuch godlike men, 
I *l\ here recant my paradox to them ; 
Adore tho(e fhrines of virtue, homage pay, 
And, with the thinking world, their laws obey. 
If fuch there are, yet. grant me this at leaft, 
Man differs more from man, than man from bea(L 

THE MAIMED DEBAUCHE 

I. 

AS fbme brave admiral, in former war 
Depriv*d of force, but preft with courage ftxl: 
Two rival fleets appearing from afar. 
Crawls to the top of an adjacent hill : 
IL 
From whence (wkh thoughts full of concern) he vi 

The wife and daring condu£l of the fight t 
And each bold a^ion to his mind renews 
His prefent glory and his paft delight. 
HL 
From his fierce eyes flafhes of rage he throwt. 

As firom black clouds when lightning breaks aws 
Tranfported thinks himfelf amidft his foet. 
And abient^ yet enjoys the bloody day. 

IV. Sc 
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rv. 

So when my days of impotenfre approach^ 

And I 'm by wine and love's unlucky chalice^ 
Driven iirom the ple^fing tallows of debauch. 

On the dull ihore of lazy temperance t 
V, 
My pains at laft ibme refpite fhall afford. 

While I behold the battles you. maintain ^ 
When fleets of glafles fail around the board , 

From whoie bfroadfules volii^s of wit ihall rain« 
VI. 
Nor ihall die %ht of honoural^le fears. 

Which my too forward valour did procure, 
Fri^ten new-lifted foldiers from the wars ; 

Pa$ joys have more tlian paid what I endure* 
VII. 
Should fbme brave youth ( worth b^ng drunk) prove nice. 

And from his fair inviter meanly fhrink, 
*Twould pleafe the ghoft of my departed vice, 

If, at my council, he repent and drink. 
VIII. 
Or (hould fome cold-complexion'd fot forbid. 

With his dull morals, our night's briik alarms ; 
I '11 fire his blood, by telling what I did 

When I was ftrong, and able to bear arms. 
IX. 
I '11 tell of whores attack'd their lords at home. 

Bawds quarters beaten up> and fortrefs won ; 
Windows demolifli'd, watches overcome. 

And handfome ills by my contrivance done. 

y 4 X. With 
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X. 

With talcs like thcfc I will fuch heat infpire. 

As CO impbrtant mifchief ihall incline ; 
I *1I make him long fome ancient church to fire, 

And fear no lewdnefs they 're calPd to by wine. 
XI. 
Thus ftatefman-like I *11 faucily impofe, 

Andy faffe from danger, valiantly advife ; . 
Sheltered in impotence urge you to blows, 

Andy being good for nothing elfe, be wife. 

UPON NOTHING. 

I. 

NO Til JNG ? tbbu elder brother ev'n to (hade, 
That badft a being ere the world was made, 
I And (well fixt) art alone of ending not afraid. 

11. 
Ere Time and Place were, Time and Place were not. 
When primitive Nothing Something ftraight begot, 
Then all proceeded from the great united— What. 

III. 
Something, the general attribute of all, 
Sipvcr*d from thee, its fole original. 
Into thy boundlefs felf muil undiiiinguiih'd falL 

IV. 
Yet fomething did thy mighty power command. 
And from thy fruitful emptinefs*s hand. 
Snatched m^p, bcaUsy birds, fire, air, and land. 

V. Matter, 
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V. 

Matter, the wicked'ft offspring of thy race. 

By Form afliftcd, flew from thy embrace, 

And rebel light obfcur'd thy reverend dufky fkce, 

VI. 
With Form and Matter, Time and Place did join; 
Body, thy foe, with thee did leagues combine. 
To (poil thy peaceful realm, and ruin all thy line* 

VII. 
But turn-coat Time aflifts the foe in vain, 
And, brib'd by thee, aiiifts thy Ihort-liv'd reign. 
And to thy hungry womb drives back thy flaves again. 

VIII. 
Though myfteries are barr*d from laic eyes. 
And the divine alone, with warrant, pries 
Into thy bofbm, where the truth in private lies : 

IX. 
Yet this of thee the wife may freely fay. 
Thou from the virtuous nothing tak'ft away. 
And to be part with thee the wicked wifely pray. 

X. 
Great Negative ! how vainly would the wife 
Enquire, define, diflinguifh, teach, devife ? 
Didft thou not fland to point their dull philofbphies* 

IX. 
Jj, or is not, the two great ends of Fate, 
And, true or falfe, the fubjeft of debate, 
That perfeft or deftroy the vaft defigns of Fate j 

XII. When 
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XII. 

When they haye rack'd the politician's bxeafi. 

Within thy bofom moit fecurely reft, 

Andy virhen xeduc'd to thee, are ieaft unfafe and befU 

XIII. 
But Nothing, why doe$ Something fiill permit, 
That facred naonarchs ihould at council fit, j 

With pecfons highly thought at beft for nothing fit W 

XIV. S 

Whilft weighty Something raodeftly abfiains 
From princes' cofers, and from ftatefii^ens' brains^ 
And nothing there like ftately l^othing rei|;n8« 

XV. 
ITothing, who dwell 'ft with fools in gr^ve dii^i&, 
For whom they reverend ihapes and forms devife. 
Lawn (leeves, and furs^ and gowns, whe^ they like 
thee look wife. 

XVI. 
French truth, Dutch prowefs, Britifli policy, 
Hibernian learning, Scotch civility, 
Spaniards' difpatch, Danes* wit, are mainly feen in thee* 

XVIL 
The great man's gratitude to his beft friend. 
Kings* promifes, whores* vows, towards thee thejboidy. 
Flow fwiftly into thee, and in thee ever end. 
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TRANSLATION 

O F 

SOME LINES IN LUCRETIUS. 

nPHE Gods, by right of nature, muftpoirers 
•*- An cveriailing age of pcrfeft peace ; 
Far off removed from us and our affairs, 
Neither approached by dangers or by cares 5 
Rich in themfclves, to whom we cannot add.; 
Notpleas'dby good deeds, npr provok'd by bad. 

The latter End of the CHORUS of tke Second 
Aa of SENECA^S TROAS, Tranflatcd. 

A FTER Death nothing is, and nothing Death, 
-^^ The utmoft limits of a gafp of breath. 
Let the ambitious zealot lay afide 
His hope of heaven (whofe faith is but his pride) | 
Let ilavifli ibuls lay by their fear, 
Kor be concern'd which way, or where. 
After this life they IhaU be hurl'd : 
Dead, we become the lumber of the world. 
And to that mafs of matter fhall be fwept 
Where things deftroy'd with things unborn are kept ; 
Devouring Time fwallows us whole, 
Impartial Death confounds body and foul« 

For 
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For hell, and the foul fiend that rules 

The everlailmg fiery gaols , 
Dcvis'd by rogues, dreaded by fools. 
With his grim grifly dog that keeps the door^ 

Are fcnfelefs ftories, idle tales. 
Dreams, whimfies, and no more. 

TO HIS SACRED MAJESTY, 

ON HIS 

RESTORATION in the Year 1660. 

VIRTUE'S triumphant (hrine! who doft engage 
At once three kingdoms in a pilgrimage i 
Which in extatic duty ftrive to come 
Out of themfelves, as well as from their home ; 
Whilft England grows one camp, and London is 
Itfelf the nation, not metropolis ,• 
And loyal Kent renews her arts again. 
Fencing her ways with moving groves of men j 
Forgive this diftant homage, which docs meet ' / 
Your bleft approach on fedentaiy feet ; 
And though my youth, not patient yet to bear 
The weight of arms, denies me to appear 
In ftecl before you ; yet, great Sir, approve 
My manly wiihes, and more vigorous love ; 
In whom a cold refpeft were treafon to 
A father's aflies, greater than to you ; 
Whofc one ambition *t is for to be known. 
By daring loyalty, your Wilmot*s fon. 

Wadh. Coll. ROCHISTEI. 

TO 
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TO HER 
SACRED MAJESTY THE QUEEN-MOTHER, 

ON THE 

D E AT H of M A R Y, Princefs of Orange. 

RESPITE, great queen, your juftand hafty fears : 
There 's no infe£tion lodges in our tears. 
Though our unhappy air be arm'd with death. 
Yet fighs have an untainted guiltlefs breath* 
Oh ! ftay a while, and teach your equal ikill 
To underftand, and to fupport our ill. 
You that in mighty wrongs an age have fpent, 
, And feem to have out-liv'd ev'n banilhment : 
Whom traitcrous mifchief fought its earlieft prey. 
When to moil faCred blood it made its way ; 
And did thereby its black defign impart. 
To take his head, that wounded firil his heart : 
You that unmov'd great Charles's ruin flood. 
When three great nations funk beneath the load 1 
Then a young daughter loft, yet balfam found 
To ftanch that new and freihly-bleeding wound 1 
And, after this, with fixt and fteady eyes 
Beheld your noble Gloucefter's obfequics : 
And then fuftain^d the royal Princefs' fall ; 
You only can lament her funeral. 
But you will hence remove, and leave behind 
Our fad complaintd loft in the empty wind ; 

Thofe 
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The lately fatal and infc6Hoiis ill 

Courts the fair princefs, and forgets to kill ; 

In Vain oh fevers curfcs we difpenfe, 

And vent bur pailion's angry eloquence : 

In vain we blaft the minifters of Fate, 

And the forlorn phjriicians imprecate ; 

Say they to death new poifons add and fire. 

Murder iecurely for reward and hire j 

Arts bafilxfts, that kill whome'er they fecj 

And truly write bilh of mortality, 

Who, Idft the bleeding coi^fe ftouW them betray 

Firft drain thofe vital ifpeaking ftreams away. 

And will you, by your fli^t, teke part with thcf 

Become yourfelf a third and new difeafc ? 

If they have caus'd our lofs, then fo have you, 

Who take yoorfeff and the fair princefs too : 

For we, dcprit*d, an equal damage have 

When Fraoice doth raviih hence, as when the gro 
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AN EPILOG tjfi. 

Q O M E few, from wit, have this true maxim got. 



That ^t is ftill better to be pfeai'd thUn hoc j 
And thcrefoic never their own torment plot* 
While the malicious Critics dill agree 
To loath each play they come and pay to (ee* 
The firft know 'tis a meaner part of fenfe 
To find a fault, than tafte an excellence : 
Therefore they praile, and ftrive to like, while thcie 
Are dully vain of being hard to pleaie. 
Poets and women have an equal right 
To hate the dull, who, dead to all delight. 
Feel pain alone, and have no joy but fpight. 
HTwas impotence did firft this vice begin ; 
Fools cenfure wit, as old men rail at fin : 
Who envy pleafure which they cannot taile. 
And, good for nothing, would be wife at lafi. 
Since therefore to the women it appears,. 
That all the enemies of wit are dieirs. 
Our poet the dull herd no longer fears. 
Whatever his fate may prove, 'twill be his pride 
T» dand or fall with beauty on his fide* 
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AN ALLUSION 

TO THE 

Tenth Satire of the Flrfl Book of Houace, 

WELL, Sir, *t is granted ; I faid Drydcn's Thymes 
Were ftolen, unequal, nay dull many times : 
What foolifh patron is there found of his. 
So blindly partial to deny me this ? 
But that his plays, embroider*d up and down 1 

With wit and learning, juftly pleased the town, f 
In the lame paper I as freely own. j 

Yet, having this allow'd, the heavy mafs 
That fluffs up his loofe volumes, muft not pals; 
For by that rule I might as well admit 
Crown's tedious fcenes for poetry and wit, 
'Tis therefore not enough, when your falfe fenie. 
Hits the falfe judgment of an audience 
Of clapping fools affembling, a vaft crowd, 
Till the throng'd playhoufe crack'd with the dull loadj 
Though ev'n that talent merits, in fome fort. 
That can divert the rabble and the court. 
Which blundering Settle never could obtain^ 
And puzzling Ot>\'ay labours at in vain : 
But within due proportion circumfcribe 
Whate*er you write, that with a flowing tide 
The ftyle may rife, yet in its rife forbear 
With ufelefs words t' opprefs the weary 'd ear* 

Here 
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Hire be your language lofty, there more light, 
Ypvar rhetoric with your poetry unite, 
Fdr* elegance fake, fometimes allay the force 
Of epithets, 'twill ibften the diicourfe : 
A jeft in fcom points out and hits die thing 
More home, than the remotcft iktire's fling. 
Shake^eare and Jonibn did in this excel, 
Aj^d might herein be imitated well, 
Whom refin'^ Etherege copies not at all. 
But is faimielf a (heer original. 
Nor diat flow drudge in fwift Pindaric ftrains, 
Flttman, who Cowley imitates widi pains, 
AAd rides a jaded Mufb, whipt,. with loofe reins. 
When Lee makes temperate Scipio fret and rave. 
And Hannibal a whining amorous flave, 
I laugh, and wifh the hot-brain*d fuftian fool 
In Bufby's hands, to be well kih*d at fchool. 
Of all our modern wits, none feem to me 
Once to have touch'd upon true comedy,. 
But hafly Shadwell, and flow Wyditrley.. 
ShadwelPs unfinifh'd work<s do yet impart 
Great proofs of force of nature, none of art ; 
With jufl bold Urokes he daihes here and there. 
Showing great maftery with little care. 
Scorning to vamifti his good touches o'er. 
To make the fools and women praife them more^ 
But Wycherley earns hard whatever he gains. 
He Wants t>0 judgment, and he fpares no pains :- 
•He frequently excels, and, at the lead, 
Abkes f«W€r faults than any of the refl«. 

Z Waller, 
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Waller, by Nature for die Bsys ilefignM, 

With force and fire, and fancy unconfin'd. 

In panegyric does excel mankind. 

He bed can turn, enforce^ and ibften dungs. 

To praife great conquerors, and flatter kings. 

For pointed fatire I woukl Buckhuril choofe. 

The beft good man, with the worft-natur'd Muie. 

For fongs and verfes mannerly obfcene. 

That can flir Nature up by ^ngs unfeen. 

And, without forcing blufhes, wann the queen 

Sedlcy has that prevailing gentle art. 

That can with a reMlcfs power impart 

The loofeft wiihes to the chaileft heart, 

Raife fuch a confii£^, kindle fuch a fire, 

Betwixt declining virtue and defire, 

Till the poor vanquifli'd maid diifolves away. 

In dreams all night, in fighs and tears all day. 

Drj'den in vain try'd this nice way of wit ; 

Fqr he, to be a tearing blade, thought fit 

T« give the ladies a dry bawdy bob. 

And thus he got the name of poet Squab. 

But to be juft, 'twill to his praife be found. 

His excellences more than faults abound : 

Nor dare I from his facrcd temples tear 

The laurel, which he bed deferves to wear. 

But does not Dryden find even Jonfon dull ? 

Beaumont and Fletdicr uncorreft, and full 

Of lewd lines, as he calls them ? Shakefpetre's fty 

Stiff and aficdbd ? To his own the while 

AUov 
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Allowing all the julHce that jbis pride 
Sobrrogantly had to iheie deny'd f 
Add may not I have leave impartially 
To (earch and cenfure Dryden's woiks, and try 
If thofc groTs faults his choice pen doth commie 
Proceed from want of judgment, or of wit ? 
Or if his lumpilh fancy does refufe 
SpiHt and grace to his loofe (lattem Mufe ? 
Fivie htmdred verfes every morning writ, 
Prqye him no more a poet than a wit : 
Such fcribbling authors have been feen before ; 
Muflapha, the Idand Princefs, forty more, 
Were things perhaps composed in half an hour. 
To write nvhat may fecurely ftand the tcft 
Of being well read over thrice at Icaft ; 
Compare each phrafe, examine every line. 
Weigh every word, and every thou^t refine; 
Scorn all applaufe the vile rout can beftow, 
And be content to pleaie thoie few who know. 
Canft thou be fuch a vain miflaken thing. 
To wifli thy works might make a play-houfe ring 
With the unthinking laughter and poor praiie 
Of fops and ladies, factious for thy plays ? 
Then fend a cunning friend to learn thy doom 
From the ihrewd judges in the drawing-room. 
I 'vt no ambition on that idle fcore, 
But fay with Betty Morice heretofore, 
When 8 court lady call'd her Buckley's whore j 
I pleafe one man of wit, am proud on't too, 
Let all the coxcombs dance to bed to you* 

Z » • Should 
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Should I be troubtedt i^llen ^e PurbliikF Kni^ 
Who (quints more in hit jddgmeftt iIi&h his Bgh 
Picks filly faults, and cenfures what I write ? 
Or when the poor-fed poets of $he town 
For fcabs and com^reom cry my veHes doim 
I loath the fabbie; 'tis enough for me 
If Sedley, Shadwcll, Shej^aid, Wycheri^y^ 
Godolphiuy Butler, Bvcldiurft, Buckingliasii^ 
And Tome few more, whom I omit to name. 
Approve my fenfe : I count their cenfure fame* 



Sir Car Scrope, who thought himfelf re: 
^n at the latter End of the preceding T 
publilhed a Poem ** In Defence of Si 
which occafioned the followiBg Reply. 

ToSir^AR SCROPE. 

'T'O rack and torture thy unmeaning brain, 
"*• In Satire's praife, to a low untun*d ftrain 
In thee was moft impertinent and vain. 
When in. thy pcrfon we more clearly fee 
That fatire^s of divine authority, 
For<7od made one on man when he made thee 
To fliew there were fome men, as there are ape 
Fram'd for meer {port, who difier but in fhapes 
In thee are all thefe contradictions join'd, 
That make an ai^ prodigious and reEn'd. 

A 
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A lump defonn*d and fhapelefs wert thou bom. 
Begot in Love's deipight and Nature's fcorn j 
And kit grervni up the »ioft ungrateful \vight/ 
Harih to^ the ear, and hideous to the fight ; 
Yet Love ^$ thy bttiiners> Beauty thy deligkt. 
Curie on that fUly hour that &y&. infpir'd 
Thy madncfsy to pretend to be admir'd ; 
To point thy grifly fact^ to dance, to drds, 
And all thoie aukward follies that exprefs 
Thy loathfome love, and Elthy daintincfs. 
Who needs wilt be an ugly Beau-Gar^on, 
Spit at, and ihunn'd by every girl in town ; 
Where dreadfully Love's fcarc-crow thou art plac'd 
To fright the tender flock that long to tafle : 
While every coming maid, when you appear,. 
iStiXtft back for ihame, and fbraight turns clvafte fur fefltr ; 
For none fo poor or proftitute have prov'd, 
Where you made love, t' endure to be belov*d- 
'T were labour loft, or elfc I would advife ; 
But thy half-wit will ne'er let t^ee be wife. 
Half witty, and half mad, and fcarce half brave. 
Half hooeft (which is very much a kn^ve) 
Made up of all theie halves, thou canft not pafs 
For any thing indxdy, but an Afs^ 
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EPILOGUE. 

A S charms are nonfenie, nonfenfe feems a chariDy 
«^^ Which hearers of all judgment does dilarm ; 
For fbngs and feenes a double audience bring, 
' And doggrel takes, which Smiths in fatin fing. 
.Kow to machines and a dull mafk you run ; ^ 

We find that wit 's the monfter you would fhnnf f 
And by my troth 'tis moft difcrcctly done» J 

For fincc with rice and folly wit is fed^ 
Through mercy 'tis mod of you are not dead. 
Players turn puppets now at your defire. 
In their mouth 's nonfenfe, in their tail 's a wire^ 
They fly through crowds of clouts andihowers of fire;. 
A kind of lofmg Loadum is their game. 
Where the worft writer has the greateft feme. 
To get vile plays like theirs fhall be our care ; 
But of fuch aukward a6lors we delpair. 

Falfe taught at firft 

Like bowls ill-biafs'd, dill the more they run. 
They 're further off than when they firft begun. 
In comedy their unweigh*d a6tion mark. 
There 's one is fuch a dear familiar fpark, 
He yawns as if he were but half awaJie, 
And fribbling for free fpeaking docs miftake ; 
Falfe accent and negleftful a£^ion too : 
They have both fo nigh good, yet neither true, 
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That both together, like an ape's mock-^ce. 
By near reiembling man, do man difgraccr 
Tliorough'pac'd ill a£tors may, perhaps^ be cnr'd ^ 
Half players, like half wits, can't be endur'd. 
Yet ^fe are they, who durft expofe the age 
Of the great * vronder of the EngUih ftage { 
Whom Nature feemM to form for your delight. 
And bid him fpeak, as fhe bid Shakefpeare writCr 
Thofe blades indeed are cripples in their art. 
Mimic his foot, but not his (peaking part. 
Let them the Traitor or Yolpone try,. 

Could they 

Rage like Cethegus, or like Caffius die, 
They ne'er had fent to Paris for fuch fancies. 
As mon^rs heads and Merry- Andrew's dances. 
Wither'd, perhaps, not pcnih'd, we appear 1 
But they are blighted, and ne'er came to bear. 
Th* old' poets drefs'd your miftrcfs Wit before ; 
Thefe draw you on with an old painted whore. 
And fell,likebaxvds,.patch'd plays for maids twice o't 
Yet they may fcorn our houfe and a£bors too. 
Since they have fwell'd fo high to he£ior you*. 
They cry. Pox o' thefe Covont-Garden. men. 
Damn them, not one of them but kecp» out t^n* 
Were they once gone, we for thofe thunderiQg. blades 
Should have an audience of fubftantial trades. 
Who love our muzzled boys and tearing fellows, 
Mf Lord, great Nepume, and great nephew JEolus. 

* Major Mohun* 

Z 4 O how 
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O how the merry citixen 's in lowe 
With 

Ffyche, the goddefs of each field and grove. 
He cries, I* faith, methinks 'tis well enough ; 
But you roar out and cr}% 'Ti« ail damn'd fhiff t 
So to their houfe the graver fops repair^ 
Wliile men of wit find one another here. 



P, ROLOGUIi 

SPOKEN AT THE 

COURT AT WHITEHALL, 

BEFORE 

KING CHARLES IL 

By the Lady Elizabeth Howard. 

"ITT IT has of late took up a trick t' appear 
^^ Unmannerly, or at the heft, fevere : 
And poets (hare the fate by which we fall, 
When kindly we attempt to pleafe you all. 
'Tis hard your icom ihould againft fuch prevail, 
Whofe ends are to divert you, though they fail. 
You men would think it an ill-natur'd jeft. 
Should we laugh at you when you do your beft. 
Then rail not here, though you fee reafon for tj 1 
If wit can find itfclf no better iport, r 

Wit is a very foolifh thing at court. J 

Wit'J 
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Wit's bufinefs is to pkafe^ and not to fiig^i 
'Tis no wit to be always in the right ( 
You '11 find it none* who dare be foto-night. 
Few {b iU-bred will venture to a play. 
To fpy out fautta in what we women iay. 
For us, no maktnr what we fpeak, but how { 

How kindly can we fay 1 hate you now ! 

And for the men, if you *11 laugh at them, do ; 
They mind themfelves fo much, they *11 ne'er mind you 
But why do I defcend to lofe a prayer 
On thoie fmall faints in wit ? the god fits there ! ^ 

To the KING. 

To you (Great SIR) my meffage hither tends. 
From Youth and Beauty, your allies and friends ; 
See my credentials written in my face, 
They chsdlenge your protection in this place ; 
And hither come with fuch a force of charms. 
As may give check ev'n to your profperous arms. 
Millions x>f Cupids hovering in the rear, 
Like eagles following fatal troops, appear : 
All waiting for the daughter which draws nigh. 
Of thofe bold gazers who this night muft die. 
Nor can you Tcape our foft captivity. 
From which old age alone muft fet you free. 
Then tremble at the fatal confequcnce. 
Since 'tis well known, for your own part, great Prince, 
'Gaizift us you flill have made a weak defence. 
Aft fmerous and wife, and take our part ; 
Remember we have eyes, and you a hearty 

Elfe 



) 



346 ROCHESTER'S POEMS. 
Elfe you may find, too kte, diat we are things 
Bom to kill vaflals, and to conquer kings. 
But oh to what vam oonqueft I pretend ! 
While Love is our commander, and your fHend!.. 
Our vi£iory your empire more aflures, 
For Lore will ever make the triumph youxs.. 
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3.5» YALDEN'S POEM&. 
Then ceafe, hir mourner, to complain. 
Nor lavifh fuch bright ftveams in vai« : 
But ftiU with chearful thoughts thy cares beguile. 
And tempt thy better fortunes with a fmile. 

III. 
The generous mind is by its fuflferings known. 
Which n^ affli^^ion tramples down ; 
But when opprefs'd wirli upward move, 
Spurn down its clog of cares, and ibar above. 
Thus the young royal eagle tries 
On the fun-beams his tender eyes,^ 
And, if he Arinks n6t at th' oficnfive H^ltt, ' 
He 's then for empire fic^ and takes his foaring fli| 

IV. 
Though cares alTault thy breaft on every fide. 
Yet bravely ftem th* impetuous tide : 
No tributary tears to fortune pay, 
Nor add to any lofs a nobler day ; 

But with kind hopes fupporr tiiy mind. 
And think thy better lot behind : 
Amidft affliaions let thy foul be great,. 
And ihew thou dar'ft deferve a better ftatc. 

V. 
Then, lovely mourner, wipe thofe tears away^ 
And cares that urge thee to decay ; 
Like ravenous age thy charms they wafte,. 
Wrinkle thy youthful brow, and bloomingbcautiesbl 
But keep thy looks and mind (crcnc, 
• All gay without, all calm witliin ; 
For Fate i& aiw'4, andadverfe fortunes fly . 

A ftagrful look, and an unconc^ucr'd eye. 

H YM 
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HYMN TO THE MORNING, 
IN PRAISE OF LIGHT. 

I. 

PARENT of Day ! whofe beauteous beams of light 
•Spring from the darkfome womb of night, 
And midft their native horrors ihow. 
Like gems adorning of the Negro's brow : 
Not heaven's fair bow can equal theey 
In all its gaud^r drapery ; • 
Thou firft eflay of light, and pledge of day f 
That uiher'ft in the fun, and ftill prepar'ft its way» 

IL 

Rival of fl^de, eternal (pring of light ! 
Thou art the genuine fource of it : 
From thy bright unexhaufted womb. 

The beauteous race of days and feafbns come. 
Thy beauty ages cannot wrong. 
But, ipight of time, thou 'rt ever young : 

Thou art alone heaven's modeil virgin lightj^ 

Whofe face a veil of blufhes hides from human £ght. 

III. 
Like fome fair bride thou rifeft from thy bed. 
And doft around thy ludre fpread ; 
Around the univerfe difpenfe 
New life to all, and quickening influence. 
:- - A a With 
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With gloomy fmiles thy rival Night 

Beholds thy glorious dawn of light : 
Nor aU die wealth ike views iv nmmt. helow 
Can match thy brighter beams, or equal luilre (how, 

IVw 
At thy approach, Nature erefts her head. 

The fmiling tmiverfe is glad; 

THe dw>wfy earth and ftas awake, 
And, fi>om thy beams, new life and vigour take : 

When thy more chearhil rays appearv 

£v'n guilt and women ceaie to fear : 
Horror, Defjpair, and all the ions of Night 
Retire before thy beams, and take their haily flight. 

V. 
To thee, the grateftil Eaft their altars raife. 

And iing with early hymns thy praife ; 

Thou doft their happy foil bellow. 
Enrich the heavens above, and earth below : 

Thou rifeft in the fragrant Eaft, 

Like the fair Phcenix from her balmy neft : 
No altar of the gods can equal thine. 
The air *s thy richeft incenfe, the whole land thy Ihrinc' 

VI. 
But yjet thy fading glories foon decay. 

Thine 's but a momentary ftay j 

Too foon thou 'rt ravifh'd from our fight, 
Borne down the ftream of day, and overwhelmed inAi 
light. 
. Thy beams to their own ruin hafte. 

They *rc fram'd too exquifite to laft : 
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Thine is a glorious, but a itiort-liv*d ftate. 

Pity fo feira birth IHouia yield fb fobn t6 F4t* ? 
VII. 

Befoft th* Almighty Artift framed the Iky,. 
Or gave the earth its harmony, 
His firft command w^s for thy light ; 

Hfe view*d the lovely birth, ami btefled it : 

In purple fwaddling-bands it.itnlggliilg ky, 
Not yet mafurely bright for day : 

Old Chaos then a chearfuV ffaii^ pur oil. 

And, from thy beauteous forth, did firft prefage it« own, 
Vlli. 

*' Let there be Light !" the great Creator »faid, . 
His word the aftive chikf obey'd : 
Night did her teeming \Vomb difclofe ; . 

And then theblufhinglNIorn, its brighteft offspring9.ipre'r - 
A while- th' Almighty wondering view*d. 
And then himftlF pronounc*d it good : 

«* With Night," faid he, " divide th* imperial- fway ; 

" Thou my firft labour art, and thoufhaltblcfs thcDay." 

H Y M R TO ty ARK NT £ S S. 



DARKNESS, thou firtt' great parent of us /all. 
Thou art our gi!eaT original : ' 

Since from thy univerfal womb 
Docs all thou .ihacPftbilbw, -thy numerous cJffspiing, 
dome. •: 

A a 2 IL Thy 
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II. 

Thy wondnias birth is tv*n to Time unknown^ 
Or, liKi» Eternity, thou'dft none ; 
Whilft Light did its firft being owe 
Unto that awful (hade it dares to rival now. 

III. 
Say, in what diilant region dofl thou dwell. 
To Reafbn inacceffihle ? 
From form and duller matter free, 
Thou'foar'ft above the reach of man's f^lofophy 

IV. 
Involv*d in thee, we firft receive our breath, 
Thou art our refuge too in death : 
Great Monarch of die Graire and Womb, 
Where-e'er our fouls fhall go, to thee our bodies e 

V. 
The filent globe is ftruck with awful fear, 
Wh(;n thy majeftic fhades appear : 
Thou doft compofe the air and fea. 
And Earth a fabbath keeps, facred to Reft and Tli 

VI. 
In d\y ferener ihades our ghofts delight. 
And court the umbrage of the Night ; 
In vaults and gloomy caves they ftray. 
But fly the Moming*s beams, and ficken at the S 

, VII. 

Though folid bodies dare exclude the light. 
Nor will the brighteft ray admit ; 
No fubftance can thy force repel, 
TKoQ rdgn'ft in depths below, doft in the centre dn 

. . viiL •: 
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VIII. 
The fparkliiig gems, and ore in mines below,. 
To thee their beauteous lu&e owe j 
Though form'd within the womb of Kight, 
Bright as their (ire they fhine, with native rays of light. 

IX. . 
When thou doft raife thy venerable head. 
And art in genuine Night array'd. 
Thy Negro beauties then delight ; 
Beauties, like poliih'd jet, with their own darknefs bright. 

X. 
Thou doft thy (miles impartially beftow, 
And know'ft no difference here below : 
All things appear the fame by thee, 
Though Light diftindtion makes, thou giv'il eq\ia]ity. 

XL 
Thou, Darknefs, art the lover's kind retreat. 
And doft the nuptial joys compleat ; 
Thou doll infpire them with thy (hade, 
Giv'ft vigour to the youth, andwarm'ft theyielding maid. 

XIL 
Calm as the blefs'd above the Anchorites dwell. 
Within their peaceful gloomy cell. 
Their minds with heavenly joys are filVd j 
The pleafures Light deny, thy (hades for ever yield. . 

XIIL 
In caves of Night, the oracles of old 
Did all their myfteries unfold : 
Darknefs did firft Religion grace, 
Gave terrors to the God, and reverence to thf pJace^ 
A a 3 XIV. 



35« y A LD'E^N'S P OEM S, 

XIV. 
.When tke Almighty did on Horeb ftand. 

Thy ihad«»ifltk>8'd the haUow'd land; 

la 4<^<^ ^ Night 'he was array'd^ 
An4 veaesaltie Daiknitfs his pavilion made. 

.Wh^ he«app6arM-«rm'd in his powvr and mighty 

>He veiPd the beatific light ; 

When terrible with majefty, 
"^R lempefiiB.Ke gave laws, antl clad hira^lf irt.^tm 

XVJ. 
t£re the foundation of the eaith was laid. 

Or brighter firmament was made ; 

Ere matter, time, or place, was known, 
!tliou. Monarch Darknefs, fwayd'ft thcfe fpaci 
realms alone. ' 

XVII. 
But, now the Moon (though gay with borrow'd Ugl 

Invades thy fcanty lot of Night : 

By rebel fubjefts thou 'rt betray'd. 
The .anarchy of Stars d?poft their Monarch Shade. 

XVIII. 
Yet fading Light its empire niujfl: refign, 

Ab4 Nature's power fubmit to tjiiji^ : 

An univerial ruin ihall ere£l thy throne, 
And Fate confirn^ thy kingdom evermpre ^y own. 
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MAN LIFE. 

i TO B£ SPOKEN BT AK EPICURE. 

of the Second Chapter of the 
Wisdom of Solomon. 

Lite r^d H U N S D O N, 

^TNDARIC ODE. 

It penurious Heaven no marc allow ? 
ita own darling Man bdbw ? 
lord of all appears. 
Maker* 8 image bears ? 
a wrctdicd iuitc^ 
I with miseries snd fate ; 
painful burthen graan, 
;en road of life dtiidge on i 
labotirs, wepofTdi: 
I lUajTi of happiBef^ : 

joyt can call oui^ own, 
I tkii bitter dnig go down ; 
h an cafy conqueft gams, 
Guvc 1x1 endlcf^ triumph tt:ignf. 
<5 ^nd pangs ioto the world we come, 
yrlt; and biirthea of the womb : 
died to oudJelT«9 alone^ 
r labewf in^rtiduce ouf OPJU 
A B 4 
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In cries and tetn our infancy we wafte» 
. . Thqft fiulgpioph|Cic teap« diat flow . 
* By inftinift of 6iir fiitun woe{* 
And^v'n our drp of life widi Ibrrowt over-<aft» 
Thui we toil out a rMdk Mgjt, 
Each hii laborious part nrnfthafe, . 
Down from ibe monaidi to t^ 9^"^^ 
AGt o'er dils farce of life, then drop beneath the fiag^. 
II. • ' 
From our firft drawing yital breath, 
' From otir firft fUrting from the womb. 
Until we readi the deftin'd tomb. 
We' all axe pdling on^ to die dark goal of death. 
Life; like a cloud that fleets before the wind, 
^o mark, no kind impreffion, leaves ^Mnd, 

'Tis fcatter'd like ^ winds diat blow, 
Boifterous as them, full as-inconfiant too. 
That know not whence they come, nor where tfacjgo. 
Here we 're detained a While, and then 
Become originals again : 
Time (hall a man to his firft ieif reftore. 
And make him intire nothing, all he- was befm* 
No part of us, no remnant, (hall furvive ! 
And yet we impudently fay, we live s 
No ! we but ebb into ourfelves again. 
And only .come to be, as we had never been. 

III. 
Say, learned Sage, thou ^t art mighty vrife * 
Unriddle me die(e myflsries : 
What is the foul, the vital heat, > • ^ 

That our mean frane dots animate ? • 
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What is our breath, the breath of man, 
That buoys hii nature up, and does ev'n life fuftain } 
Is it not air, an empty fume, 
A fire that does itielf confume ; 
A warmth that in a heart is bred, 
A lambent flame with heat and motion f ed ? 

£xtingui(h that, the whole is gone, ^ 

This boafled fcene of life is done : 
Away the phantom takes its flight, 
Damn'd to a loathfbme grave, and an eternal night. 
The foul, th' immortal part we boaft. 
In one confuming minute 's lofl ; 
To its flrll fource it mufl repair, 
Scatter with winds, and flow with common air. 
Whilft the fall'n body^ by a fwift decay, 

Refolves into its native clay : 
For duU and aihes are its fecond birth. 
And that incorporates too with its great parent Eaith. 
IV. 
Nor fliall our names our memories furvive, 
Alas, no part of man can live ! 
The empty blafls of fame fliall die. 
And even thofe nothings tafle mortality. 
In vain to future ages we tranfmit 
Heroic a6is, and monuments of wit : 
In vain we dear-bought honours leave, 
To make our aflies gay, and fumifli out m grave. 
Ah, treacherous immortality I 
For thee our ilock of youth we wafte. 
And urge on life, that ebbs too fail : 

6 To 



j«i YALDEN'S POEMS. 

To purchafc thee with blood, the valiant fly ; 
Ant!, to farvirein fame, the great and glorious die, 
Lavifh of life, theylqwandcrlihis dUte, 

And for a poor reveriion wait : 
Bankrupts and raifers to thcmfelvcs they gnnv. 
Embitter wretched life with toils and woe, 
'To hoard up endlefs fame, they know not whete or how 
"V. 
Ah, think, my friend*, how fwift the minutes hafte 
The prefent day entirely is our own. 
Then fei2e the bleffing ere 'tis gone : 
To-morrow, fatal ibund ! fince this may be our-M. 
Why do we boaft of years, and fom up ^ays ! 
'Tis all imaginary fpace : 
To-day, to-day, i« our inheritance, 
'Tis all penurious Fate will give, 
Pofterity *11 to-morrow live, 
•Our fons crowd on behind, our children drive us hence. 
With garlands then yonr temples crown. 
And lie on beds of roles down : 
Beds of rofes vre '11 prepare, 
Rofes that our emblems arej 
A while they flouriih on the bough. 
And drink large draughts of heavenly dew : 
Like us they fmilc, are young and gay. 
And, like us too, are tenants for a day, 
Since with Night's blafting breath they vaniihlwift away. 
VI. 
Bring chearful wine, and coftly fwects prepare : 
'Tis mone than frenzy now to Ipare ^ 

Let 
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Let cares aijd bu(me& wait a whiles 
^Old age affot^s a thmking ijtterval : 
Or, if they muii a lon^r hearisig havt, 
<Bici thpm attead below, aipwrtu into tiie grave* 
Then gay and fpnghtly vrias produce, 
Wines xhotwtt anfl mirth infufe : 
That feed, like oil, th' expiring flame. 
Revive ourdroppiug fouU, aod prop this -tottering framt^ 
■ That, when the grave our bodies has engrofs'd« 
When virtues (hall forgotten lie, 
With all their boafled piety, 
Honours and titles, like ourfelvee, be lofl; 
Then our recorded vice ihaii fiourifh on. 
And our immortal riots be for ever known. 

This, this, is what we ought to do. 
The great defign, the grand affair below ? 
'- Since bounteous Nature 's plac'd our Steward hercj 
Then roan his grandeur ihould maintain^ 
And in excefs of pleafure reign, 
'Keep up bis cham£i;er, and lord of all aj^peahr. 



AGAINST ENJOYMENT. 

WE love and hate, as reftlefs monarchs fight. 
Who boldly dare invade another's right : 
Yet, when through «Il the dangerous toils they *ve run, 
Ignobly quit the conquefts they have won ; 
I'hofe charming hopes, that made them valiant grow, 
■^all'd with Enjoyment, make diem cowards now. 

I Our 
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Our paillbns only form our happinefs, 
Hopes ftill enlarge, as fears contra£l: it left : 
Hope with a gaudy profpe6k feeds the eye. 
Sooths £very fenfe, does with each wifh comply^ 
But falfe Enjoyment the kind guide deiboys^ 
We lofe the pailion in the treacherous joys. 
Like the gay filk-worm, when it pleafes moft. 
In that ungrateful web it fpun, 'tis loft. 

Fruition only cloys the appetite ; 
More does the conqueft, than the prize delight : 
One vi£tory gain'd, another fills the mind. 
Our reftlofs wiihes cannot be confin'd* , 

Like boiderous waves, no fettled bounds they know, 
Fix at no point, but always ebb or flow. 

Who moil expe£b, enjoys the pleafure moft, 
*Tis rais'd by wiflics, by fruition loft : 
We U'c charm'd with diftant views of happinefs,. 
But near approaches make the prorpe6l lefs. 
Wifhes, like painted landfcapes, beft delight, 
Whilft diftance recommends them to the fight ^ 
Plac'd afar oflF, they beautiful appear ; 
But Ihow their courfe and naufeous colours, near. 

Thus the fam*d Midas, when he found his ftorfr 
Increafing ftill, and would admit of more. 
With eager arms his fwelling bags he prefs*d i 
And expectation only made him blefs'd : 
But, when a boundlefs trcafure he enjoy *d. 
And every wilh was with fruition cloy*d t 
Then, damn*d to heaps, and furfeited with ore. 
He curs'd that gol4 he doated on bcforei. 



THi 
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THE<JURSE OF BABYLON. 
I s A I A H9 Chap. xiii. paraphrafed. 
A PINDARIC ODE. "^ 

I. 

NOW let the fatal banner be diiplay'd I 
Upon fome lofty mountain's top 
Go fct the dreadful ftandard up ! 
And all around the hills the bloody fignals ipread. 
For, lo, the numerous hofts of heaveix appear ! 
Th' embattled legions of the iky, 
"With all their dread artillery, 
Draw forth in bright array, and mufter in the air. 
Why do the mountains tremble with the noife. 
And valleys echo back their voice ? 
The hills tumultuous grow and loud. 
The hills that groan beneath the gathering multitude. 
Wide as the poles of heaven's extent. 
So far 's the dreadful fummons fent : 
Kingdoms and nations at his call appear, . . ' 

For ev'n the Lord of Hofts commands in perfon there. 
II. 
Start from thy lethargy, thou drowfy land. . , 

' Awake, and hear his dread commaha ! 
Thy black tempeHuous day comes lowering on, 
O fatal light ! O inaufpicious hour ! 

Was ever fuch a day before I 
So iftain'd with blood, by marks of vengeance known. 

Nature 
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Nature ihall from her fteady courie remove, . 
. TKt Weir-E&^«t etttth Be fronvitr biifis redt^ 

Convulfibns fhake the firmament ; 
Horror ftiae ai^ltefamr,. ixmfudfMi- reigE ftboi«. 
The ftars of heavenihall ficken at the fight, . 
Wor ffiall the plincts yield thdr light: 
But from the wretched objeft fly. 
And, like extiaguiik'd tapers, quit the darken-d iky*. 
The: rifing fun, as he was confcibus too, . 
As he the fatal bufinefs knew, 
A deep,, a bloody red ihairftain 
And at'his early dawn fhall iet in night again. 

tit. 
To the delhoying (Vord TVe iaid. Go f6rthV 

Go, fully execute my wrath ! 
Comfmand my hofts, my willing armies lead ; 
For this rebelirous land and all therein fliall bleed. 
They fhall' not grieve me more, no more tranigrefsj 

I will confume the flubborn race : 
Yet brutes and favages I juftly fpare ; 

Ufelefs is alV my vengeance there ; 

Ungrateftil man *s the greater monft'er far. . 

On giiiltleft beaft's Twill the land' bellow,. 

To them th' inheritance fliall gp ; 

Thofe eld^ brothers now fliall lord it here below : 

And, if fome poor retnains efcape behind^ 

Some relicks left of lofl: mankind j 

Th' aftonifli*d herds fliall in their cities cry,. 

When they behold a man, Lo, there *s a prodigy! 

iv: !& 
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IV. 

The Medes I call to my affifiance here, 

A people that delight in war; 
A generous race of men, a nadoii fnee 
From vicious eafe and Perfian luxury. 
Silver is defpicaUe in their eyes, 
Gontemn'd the ufelefs metal lies : 
Their conquering iron they prefer before 
The fineft gold, ev*n Ophir's tempting ore. 
By thefe the land (hall be fubdued. 
Abroad their bows ihall overcomey 
Their fwords and flames deibroy^at home ; 
Por neither fcx nor age (hall be exempt ^m blood: 
The nobles and the princes of thy (late 
Shall on the vi6^oF's triumphs wait : 
Andtfaoie that from the battle fled 
Shall be, with chains oppreTs'd, in cruel bondage led. 

V, 
X^l viflt. their diih^fs with plagues- and miferiesy 
The throes that womens' labours wait, 
Convulflvfi pangs, and bloody fweat. 
Their beauty ihall confume, and vital fpirits fmze. 
The iBvifli*d virgins ihall be borne away, 
And dieir difhonour'd wives be led 
To the. infulting vi£);or's bed, 
To brutal luifs expos 'd, to fury left a^prey. 
Nor ihall the teeming womb a&rd 
Its forming births a. refuge from the fword ; 
The fword, that ihall their pangs incrcafe^ 
And all the throes- of travail curie wiith barrennofsy 

The 
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The infants (hall expire with their firft breath. 

And only live in pangs of death ; 
Live but with early cries to curfe the lig^, 
And, at the dawn of life, fet in eternal ni^t* 
VI. 
Ev*n Babylon, adom'd with every grace. 

The beauty of the univerfe : 
Glory of nations ! the Chaldaeans' pride. 
And joy of all th' admiring world befide : 
Thou, Babylon ! before whofe throne 
The empires of the earth fall down ; - 
The proftrate nations homage pay, 
And vaifal princes of the world obey : 

Shalt in the duft be trampled low : 
Abjeft and low upon the earth be laid, 
And deep in ruins hide thy ignominious head. 
Thy Ibrong amazing walls, whofe impious height 

The clouds conceal from human fight ; 
That proudly now their polilh'd turrets rear. 

Which bright as neighbouring ftars appear, 
Diflfufing glories round th* enlightenM air. 
In ilames ihall downwards to their centre fly, 
And deep within the earth, as their foundations, lie. 
VII. . 
Thy beauteous palaces (though now thy pride !) 
Shall be in heaps of afhes hid : 
In vaft furprizing heaps ihall lie. 
And ev*n their ruins bear the pomp of majefty. 
No bold inhabitant fh^ll dare 
Thy ras*d foundations to r-epair r 
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No pitying hand exalt thy abjcft ftate ; 
No f ■ to fucceeding times thou mufl remain 

An horrid exemplary fcene, 
And lie frpm age to age ruin*d and defolate. 
Thy fall *d decreed (amazing turn of fate !) 
Low as Gomorrah's wretched ftate t 
Thou, Babylon, flialt be like Sodom curit^ 
Defhroy'd by flames from heaven, and thy more bum- 
VIIL * [ingluft- 

The day *s at hand, when in thy fruitful foil 
No labourer Ihall reap, no mower toil : 
His tent the wandering Arab ihall not fpread> 

Nor make thy curfed ground his bed ; 
Though faint with travel, though oppreft with third. 
He to his drooping herds fhall cry aloud, 

Tafte not of that embitter'd flood, [curft. 

Tafle not Euphrates' ftreams, they 're poifonous all, and 
The fliepherd to his wandering flocks fliall fay. 

When o'er thy battlements they ftray. 
When in thy palaces they graze,. 
Ah, fly, unhappy flocks ! fly this infeftious place. 
Whilft the fed traveller, that paiTes on. 
Shall aik, Lo, where is Babylon ? 
And when he has thy fmall remainder found. 
Shall fay, I 'U fly from hence, 'tis fure accurfed ground* 
IX. 
Then (hall the favages and beads of prey 
From their deferted mountains hafte away j 
Every obfcene and vulgar beaft 
Shall be to Bab\(lon a gueft : 

B b Her 
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Her marl le roofsy an4 every cedar room, 
Shall dens and caves of ftate to nobler bmtcs becomes 
Thy courts of jufticc, and tribunals toaj 
(O irony to call them fo !) ^ 

There, where the tyrant and opprcffor bore 
The fpoils of innocence and blood before j 
There (hall the wolf and lavage tiger meet^ 
An<! griping vulture ihall appear in ftate. 
There birds of prey Ihall rule,and ravenousbeafts be great. 
Thof6 uncorrupted fliaM remain, 
Thofe fhall alone their genuine ufe refcain^ 
There Violence fliall thrive, Rapine and Fraud iball 
X. [reign. 

Then ihall the melancholy Satyrs groan. 
O'er their lamented Babylon ; 
And ghofts that glide with horror by. 
To view where their unbury'd bodies lie, 
With doleful cries (hall fill the air. 
And with amazement ftrikc th* affrighted traveller- 
There the obfcener birds of night, 
Birds that in gloomy fhades delight. 
Shall folitude enjoy, live undifturb'd by light. 
All the ill omens of the air 
Shall fcrcam their loud prtrages there. 
But let them all their dire predi^ons tell. 
Secure in ills, and fortifv'd with woe. 

Heaven fhall in vain its future vengeance ihow r 
For thou: art happily infenfible. 

Beneath the reach of miferics fell. 
Thou necd'ft no dcfolation dread, no greattr cwKos fear. 

TO|i(i 
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TO MR, CON G R EVE. 
AN EPISTOLARY ODE, 1693. 

• OCCAS10KEI> BY "THE OLD BACHELOR.*' 



I^AM'D wits and beauties fhare this common fate, 
*** To ftand expos 'd to public love and hate,. 
In every breaft they different paifions raile>. 
At once our envy, and our praife. . 
For when, like you, fonie noble youth appears,^ 
For wit and humour fam'd above his years ; 
Each emulous Muie, that views the laurel won, 
Muft praife the worth fo much tranlcends their own^. 
And, while his fame they envy,, add to his renown. 
But fure, like you, no youth could pjeafe. 
Nor at his firll attempt boaft fuch fuccels : 
Where all mankind have fail'd, you glories won; 
Triumphant are in this alone. 
In this, have all tlic bards of old out-done* 

IL 
Then may 'ft thou. rule our ftage in triumph long \ 

May'ft thou its injur 'd. fame revive. 
And matchlefs proofs of wit and humour give, 
\ Reforming. with. thy fee nes , and charmi ng with thy fong I 
And though a curfe ill-fated wit purines. 
And waits the fatal dowry of a Miife ; 
Yet may thy rifing fortunes be 
Secure- from all thcblafts of poetry ; 

Bb 2 A% 
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As thy own laurels flourifhing appear, 
Unfully'd ftill with cares, nor cloggM with hope anidfear? 
As from its wants, be from its vices free, 

From naufeous fervilc flattery ; 
Nor to a patron proftitute thy mind, ' 

Though like Auguftus great, as fam'd Maecenas kind. 
III. 
Though great in fame ! believe me, generous youth, 
Believe this oft-experienc'd truth. 
Form him thatknows thy virtues, and admires theirworth. 
Though thou *rt above what vulgar poets fear, 

Truft not th' ungrateful world too far ; 
Truft not the fmiles of the inconftant town ,- 
Truft not the plaudits of a theatre 
(Which Durfeyfhall with Thee and Dryden fhare); 
Nor to a ftage's intereft facrifice thy own. 
Thy genius, that *s for nobler things dcfign*d, 

Mlay at loofe hours oblige mankind : 

Then, great as is thy fame, thy fortunes raife. 

Join thriving intereft to thy barren bays. 

And teach the world to envy, as thou doft to praife. 

The world, that does like common whores embrace, 

Injurious ftill to thofe it does carefs ; 

Injurious as the tainted breath of Fame, 

That blafts a poet's fortunes, while it founds his name. 

IV. 

When firft a Mufe inflames fome youthful breafi, 

Like an unpra£tis*d virgin, ftill ftie 's kind : 

Adorn'd with graces then, and beauties bleft, 

She charms the ear with fame, with raptures fills the mind. J 

Tfeea 
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Then from all cares the happy youth is free. 

But thofe of love and poetry : 
Cares, fiill allay'd with pleaiing channs. 
That crown the head with bays, with beauty fill the arms. 
But all a woman's frailties foon fhe (hows, 
Too ibon a fiale domeflic creature grows : 
Then, wedded to a Mufe that 's naufeous grown. 
We loath whatwe enjoy, drujdge when the pleafure's gone. 
For, .tempted with imaginary bays. 
Fed with immortal hopes and empty praiie. 
He fame purfucs, that fair and treacherous^, b^i^^ 
Grows wife when he *s undone, repents when 'tis too late.. 

■ v.. 

Small are the tro^^ies of bis boafled bays, 
The great man's promife for his flattering toil,. 
Fame in reverfion, and the public (iniley 
All vainer than his hopes, uncertain as his praife.. 
'Twas thus in mournful numbers heretofore, 
Negle6tcd ^nfer did his fate deplore :. 
Long did his injur'd Mufe complain, 
Admir'd in midft of wants, and dharming'ftill in vaixu. 
Long did the generous Cowley mourn, 
And long oblig'd the age without return . 
Deny'd what every wretch obtains of F^te, 
. An humble roof, and. an obfcure. retreat, 
Co^demn'd to needy fame, and to be miferably. gceat* 
Thus did the world thy great fore-fathers ufej 

Thus all th' infpir'd bards before 
Did their hereditary ills deplore i . 

fxom tuneful Chaucer's down to thyownDryden'sMufe. 
Bb 3 VL.Yct, 
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VI. 

Yet, plcas'd with gaudy ruin, youth will on. 

As proud by public &cne t»-'be undone ; 

Pk»sM, though he does the worft of l^>ours chufc, 

To ferve » barbarous «ge, and an.uDgratefill Mule. 
Since Dryden's'felf, to Wit^s gmat empuc bors, 

WhoTe genius and exalted nune 
Tri\iin^)¥ithailthe:i^ilsof Wit and Fame, 

Muft, 'midil the loud applaufe, his barren laurels mourn. 
Ev'n tlmti^in'd man, whom all the world admirer. 
Whom every Grace adorns, and Mufe. infpifes. 
Like the great injur'd Tdflb, (hows 
Triumphant in the midft of woes ; 
In all 'his wants, majeftic'ftlll appears. 
Charming the age to whieh he owes his cares, 

And.cheriihing that Miife vyhofefataLcurfehe bes^. 

T H .E I N S E C X. 

AG A I N,S T BsU L ,K. 

^* Ineft fua gratia parvis.*' 

^TTHERE greatnefs is: to Nature's works deny'df 

^ ^ • In worth and beauty it -is ♦well fupply 'd : 
In a fmall fpace the more pcrfeftion 'sihown, 
And what is exquifitc in little 's done. 
Thus beams, eontra6):ed in a narrow glafs, 
'To flames convert their larger ufelefs rays. 

'Xis '.Nature's finalleft produdts plcafc the eye, 
'Whilft greater births pafs unregarded by ^ 

J Her 
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"Her mohders feem a violence tp fight ; 
They 're fprm'd for terror, inf^fts to delight. 
Thus, when ihe nicely frames a piece of art, 
Fine- are 'Jierft*t)kc8, ajid.fmall.in every part^ 
No labour can (he boaft ihore wonderful 
Than to inform an atom with a foul ; 
To animate her little beauteous fly, 
And cloath it in her gaudieft drapery. 

Thus does the little epigram tdelight, 
^nd charm us with its miniature of wit j 
Whilfl tedious authors give*the reader -pain. 
Weary his thoughts, and make him toil in vain $ 
When in -lefs volumes we more plcafiirc find, 
• And what diverts, ftill beft informs the mind. 

'Tis the fmaU infed looks con-eft and fahs 
And feems the produiSt of her niceft care. 
When, weary 'd out with the ilupendous weaght 
•^^Of forming prodigies ^and brutes of ftate j 
Then (he the inib£l frames, ber mafi)er-picce> 
JV£ade for diverfion, and defign'd to pleafe* 

Thus ArchiRiedes, in his cryftal fphere, 
"Seemed to corred tl^e World's Artificer : 
Whilil the large globe moves round with (cog dclay> 
-His beauteous orbs in nimbler circles play : 
This feem*d the nobler laibour of the two, 
'GrtHt was thfi fphere above, but fine below-% 

Thus fmallefi things have a peculiar grace, 
TThe greart w' admire, but 'tis the Ittck pleafe | 
Then, fince the leafl fo beautifully &ow, 
B' adviB'4 in time, my Mafe, and learn to ioi^owr 
A Poet's lines fhould be correal and few. 

Bb4 TO 
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TO HIS FRIEND 

CAPTAIN CHAMBERLAIN, 

In Love with a Lady h« had taken in an Algerinc 
Prize at Sea. 

In AUufion to Horace 2 Od. ir, 

I. 
'HP I S no difgrace, brave youth, to own 
•*•■ By a Fair Slave you arc undone : 
Why deft thou blufh to hear that name. 

And ftifle thus a generous flame ? 
Did not the fair Brifeis heretofore 
With powerful charms fubdue ? 
What though a captive, ftill flie bore 
Thofe eyes that freedom could reftore. 
And make her haughty lord, the proud Achilles, bow. 
II. 
Stern Ajax, though renown*d in arms, 
Did yield to bright Tecmeffa's charms : 
And all the laurels he had won 
As trophies at her feet were thrown. 
When, beautiful in tears, he view'd the mourning faifi 
The hero felt her power : 
Though great in camps, and fierce in war. 
Her fofter looks he could not bear. 
Proud to become her ilave, though late her conqueror. 

XII. \V^» 
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III. 

When beauty in diftrefs appears, 
An irrefiftlefs charm it bears : 
In every breaft does pity move, 
Pity, the tendereft part of love. 
Amidfl his triumphs great Atrides fued. 
Unto a weeping maid : 
Thoiigh Troy was by his arms fubdued. 
And Greece the bloody trophies view'd. 
Yet at a c^tive's feet th' imploring viftor laid. 
IV. 
Think not thy charming maid can be 
Of a bafe ftock, and mean 'degree; 
Her fhape, her air, her every grace, 
A more than vulgar birth confefs : 
Yes, yes, my friend, with royal blood ihe 's great, 
Sprung from fome monarch's bed ; 
Now. mourns her family's hard JFate, 
Her mighty fall and abje(5l Hate, 
And her illuibious race conceals with noble pridq. 
V. 
Ah, think not an ignoble houfe 
Could fuch a heroine produce ; 
Nor think fuch generous fprighfly blood 
Could flow from the corrupted crowd ; 
But view her courage, her undaunted mind. 
And foul with virtues crown'd ; 
Where dazzling intcreft cannot blind, 
Nor youth nor gold admittance find. 
But dill her honour *s fix'd, and viitue keeps its ground. 

VI. Vievr 
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VI. 

View well her gseat majefHc air. 
And modefl looks divinely £ur 9 
Too bright for fancy to impronre. 
And worthy of thy nobleft love. 

But yet fuipe£^ not tfay officious friend. 
All jealous thoughts •removt-; 
Though I with youthful heat commend. 
For thee I all mywiflies fend. 

And if 4he mokes thee bieft, *tisaU I afk of Lc^^. 



TO MR. WATSON, 

On his Ephemeris of the Celestial Motions, 
prefentcd to Her Majesty. 

ART, when in full perfeflion, is defign'd 
•^ ^ To plcafe the eye, or to inform the mind ? 
This nobler piece performs the double part, ' 
With graceful beauty and inftni£tivc art. 
Since the great Archimedes* fphere was loft. 
The nobleft labour finifh'd it could boaft ; 
No generous hand durft that fam*d model trace. 
Which Greece adMir'd, and Rome could only praiie. 
This you, with greater luftre, have reftor*d. 
And taught thofe arts we ignorantly adoi'd : 
Motion in full perfefHon here you 'vc ihown. 
And what mankind defpair'd to reach, have done. 

In artful frames your heavenly bodies rooYe, 
Scarce brighter in their beauteous ^vbs above ^ 
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And ftars, dqjriv'd of all malignant flames, ■ 
Here court the eye with more aufpicious beams : 
In graceful order the juft planets rife^ 
And here complete their circles in the Ikies ; 
Hfire 's the full concert of revolving iphercj. 
And heaven in bright epitome appears. 

With< channs the ancients did invade the Moon« 
And from her orb comjAird her ftruggling down ; 
But here 's (he's taught a nobjer change by you, 
And moves with pride in this bright fphere below-e 
While your ccleftial bodies thus I view, 
'Tlicy give- me bright ideas of the true j 
Infpir'd by them, my thoughts dare upward roeve. 
And vifit regions of the bleft above. 

Thus frdm your-hand w' admirethe globe in fioaU, 
A copy fair as its original : 
TTits labour *s to the whole creation juft, 
'Second to none, and rival to the firft. 
The artful 'Ipring, like the diffofive foul, 
'Informs the machine, -and tdire£k- the whole : 
Like Nature's felf, it fills the fpacious throne. 
And unconfin'fl. fways the fair orbs alone ; 
Th' unaftive parts with awful fUence wait, " 
And from its nod their birth of motion date : 
iLike Chaos, they obey the powerful call, 
lMove.to .its.lbundi and.into meafurcs fall. 
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THE RAPE OF T H E U T I L L A* 

Imitated from the Latin of Famianus Strada. 

THE INTRODUCTORY ARGUMENT, 

• 

Theutilla, a fair young virgin, who, to avoid the 
addreffes of thofe many admirers her beauty dit\r 
about her, alTumcd the habit of a religious order, 
and wholly withdrew herfelf from the eye and con- 
verfe of the world : but the common rqx>]t of her 
beauty had fo inflamed Amalis (a young perfon of 
quality) with love, that one nighty in a debaach 
of wine, he commands his fervants to force her 
dormitory, and bear off, though by violence, the 
lovely votarefs j which having fuccefsfully performed, 
they bring Theutilla to their expedling lord's apart- 
ment, the fccne of the enfuing Poenu 

SOON as the tyrant her bright form furvey'd, 
He grew infiam'd with the fair captive maid : 
A graceful forrow in her looks fhe bears. 
Lovely with grief, and beautiful in tears ; 
Her mein and air refifllefs charms impart. 
Forcing an eafy palTage to his heart : 
Long he devours her beauties with his eyes. 
While through his glowing veins th' infc6tion flieii 
Swifter than lightning to his breaft it came. 
Like that, a fair, but a dcftrudUvc flame. 

U 
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Yet (he, thougfh in her young and blooming ftatc, 
Poffeft a foul, beyond a virgin's, great ; 
No cliarms of youth her colder bofom move, 
Chafte were her thoughts, and moll avcrfe to Iwe t 
And as feme timorous hind in toils betray'd, 
Thus in his arms ftrove the refifting maid j 
Thus did (he combat with his ftrift embrace^, 
And fpurn'd the guilty caufe of her difgrace.- 
Revenge fhe courted, but defpair'd to find 
A ftrength and vigour equal to her mind j 
While checks of fhame her w,illihg hands refbrain^ 
Since all a virgin's force is her difdain : 
Yet her refolves are nobly fix*d to die 
Rather than violate her chalHty, 
Than break her vows to heaven,, than blot her fame^ 
Or foil her beauties with a luftful flame. 

The night from its meridian did decline. 
An hour propitious to the black delign : 
When deep and reft their peaceful laws maintain. 
And o'er the globe b' infeftious filence reign ; 
While death-like (lumbers every bolbm feize. 
Unbend our minds, and weary'd bodies cafe : 
Now fond Amalis finds his drooping breaft 
Heavy with wine, with amorous cares oppreft ; 
Not all the joys expe£ling lovers feel 
Can from his breaft the drowfy charm repel j 
In vain from wine his paflion feeks redrefs, 
Whoie treacherous force the flame it rais'd betrays : 
Weak and unnerv'd his ufelefs limbs became. 
Bending beneath their xU-fupported frame ; 

6 Vanquiih'd 
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** This weapon's mine !** Ihe cries, (then grafp'd it faft) 

** And now the luftful tyrant fleeps his laft.** 

With eager hand the pointed fteel ihe draws, 

£v*n murder pleafes in fb juft a caufe ; 

Nor fears, nor dangers, now redftance make, 

Since honour, life, and dearer fame, 's at flake. 

Yet in her breaft does kind compaffion plead,. 
And Blls her foul with honAr of the deed ; 
Her fcx's tendernefs refumes its place. 
And fpreads in confcious blulhcs o*cr her face; 
Now, ftung with the remorfe of guilt, ihe cries, 
*^ Ah, frantic girl, what wild attempt is this ! 
** Think, think, Theutilla, on the murderer's doom, 
*' And tremble at a punilhment to come r 
*' Stain not thy virgin hands with guilty blood,. 
*' And dread to be fo criminally good. 
" Lay both thy courage and thy weapon down, 
** Nor fly to aids a maid muft blufli to own j 
" Nor arms* nor valour, with thy fex agree, 
** They wound thy fame, and taint thy modefty." 

Thus different paflions combat in her mind. 
Oft fhe 's to pity, oft to rage inclin'd : 
Now from her hand the hated weapon *s caft. 
Then Iciz'd again with more impetuous haile : 
Unfix'd her wiflies, her refolves are vain. 
What (he attempts, fhe flraight rejefts again ; 
Her looks, the emblems of her thoughts, appear 
Vary'd with rage, with pity, and defpair : 
Alone her fears incline to no extreme, 
Equally poiz'd betwixt revenge and fhamc. 
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At length, with more prevailing rage pofTeft^ 
Her jealous honour deeis her daring breaft : 
The thoughts of injux'd fame new courage gayc. 
And nicer virtue now confirms }ier brave. 
Then the fa^n'd Judith her whole mind employs. 
Urges her hand, and fopths t)ie ^tal* choice r 
This great example pleas'd, inflamed by this. 
With wild diforder to the youth ihe flies ; 
One hand fh& wreaths within his flowing hair,. . 
The other does the ready weapon bear : 
" Now guide me (cries) fair Hebrew, now look down,- 
" And pity labours thou haft undergone. 
** Direct the hand that takes thy path to -fame, 
'* And be propitious to a virgin's name, 
•* Whofe glory 's but a refuge from her fhamc ! 
Thus rais'd by hopes, and arm'd with courage now. 
She with undaunted looks directs the blow ; 
Deep in his breaft the fpacious wound ihe made. 
And to his heart di(patch'd th* unerring blade. 

When their expiring lord the fervants heard, , . 
Whofe dying groans the fatal aft declared. 
Like a fierce torrent, with no bounds they 're ftay'd. 
But vent their rage on the defencelefs maid : 
Not virtue, youth, nor beauty in diftrels, 
Can^move their favage breafts to tendernefs t 
But death with horrid torments they prepare, 
And to her fate th' undaunted virgin bear. 
Tortures and death feem lovely in her eyes> 
Since (he to honour falls a facrifice : ' 

Amidft her fuflferings, ftill her mind is great. 
And, free from guilt, flic triumphs o'er her fe(c^ '^^ 
C c But 
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But heaven, that *s fuffering virtue's furc reward, 
Exerts its power, and is itfelf her guard : 
Amalisj confcious of his black offence, 
Now feels remorfe for her wrong'd innocence 5 
Thougft h&v he^s ftruggling rn the pangs of deatli, 
And all liffc'i^ puiple ftream is tbbwg fordi-: 
Yet, raiAng up his pale and drooping head, 1 

He recollefts his fpirits as they fled, f 

And, with his laft rewiaihs of voice, he (aid, J 

•* Spare the chafte maid, your impious hands reftraiu, 
*< Nor beauty with fuch infolence prophane : 
*' Learn by my fate wrong*d innocence to fpare, 
** Sinoe injuf*d virtue 's hcavcn*6 peculiar care.** 

But you, brave virgin,* now fhall Ibnd enrol'A 
Amongft the nobleft heroines x)f old : 
Thy famM attempt, and celebrated hand. 
Shall lafting trophies of thy glory Hand ; 
And, if my verfe the juft reward can give, 
Theutilla's name fhall to new ages live. 
For to thy fex thoa haft new honours won. 
And France now boafts a Judith of its own. 

AN ODE 

FOR ST. CECILIA'S DAY, 169J. 

I. 

BEGIN, and ftrike th' harmonious lyre! 
Let the loud inftruments prepare 
To raife our fouls, and charm the ear^ 
With jojs which mufic only can infpire^ 

Haik 
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Hark how the willing firings obey] 

To confecrate this happy day, 
Sacred to Mufic, Love, and bleft Cecilia. 

In lofty numbers, tuneful lays, 
We '11 celebrate the virgm's praife : 
Her ikilful hand firft taught our ftrings to motty 

To her this facred urt we owe. 

Who firft anticipated heaven below. 
And play'd the hymns on eartii, that fhe now fings abd^^e* 

IL 
What moving charms each tuneful voice contains. 

Charms that through the willing ear 

A tide of pleafing raptures bear. 
And, with diffufive joys, run thrilling through our veins. 

The liftening foul does fympathize,. 

And with each vary'd note complies ; 

While gay and fjprightly airs delight. 

Then free from cares » and unconfin'd. 
It takes, in plcafmg ecflalies, its flight. 

With mournful founds, a fadder garb it wears. 

Indulges grief, and gives a loofe to tears. 

m. 

^ufic 's the language of the bleft above, 
No voice but Mufic*8 can exprefs 
The joys that happy fouls poffefs, 
ICor in juft raptures tell the wondrous power of Love, 
'Tis Nature's dialedl, dcfign'd 
To charm, and to inffarudl^ the miiicU 
Mufic 's an umverfal good I 

C c & Thai 
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That does dirpenie its joys around. 
In all the defiance of foui]Ri, • 
To be by men adn^u-'d, by angels underftoock 
IV. . 

Let every rcftlefs paffion ccafe to move ! 

Aa^. each tumultuo,u3 tbouight obey 

TThe happy influence of this day. 

For Mufic 's wiity and love, . 
Muiic 's the.foft indulge o^ the. mind. 

The kind diverter of our care, 
The fur^ft refuge mournful grief can find ; 
A cordial to the bread, and charin to every ear. 
Thus, when the prophet ft ruck his tuneful lyre, 

. Saul's evil genius did retire : 

In vain were remedies apply 'd. 

In vain air other arts were try'd : 
His hand and voice alone the charm could find. 
To heal his body, and compofe his mind. 

V. 
Now let the trumpet's louder voice proclaim 

A folemn jubilee : 
For ever (acred let it be, 
To (kllful Jubal's, and Cecilia's name. 

Great Juba!, author of our lays, 
Who firft the hidden charms of niufic found ; 

And through their airy paths did trace 

The fecret fprings of found. 

When from his hollow 'chorded fliell 

The foft melodious accents fell. 

With wonder and delight he pla/d, 
While the hannonious ftiings his Ikilful hand obey'd. 

VI. But 
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VL 
But fair Cecilia to a pitch divine 

Improved her artful lays : 
When to the organ (he her Toice did join. 

In the Almighty's praife ; "* 

Then choirs of likening angels ftood around, 
Admir'd her art, and bleft the heavenly found. - 

Her praife alone no tongue can reach, ' 

But in the ftrams herfdf did teach : 

Then let the voice and l3Te combine. 

And in a tuneful concert join 5 

For mufic 's her reward and care. 
Above ik* enjoys it, and prote6i:s it heie, 

GRAND dHORUS. 

Then kindly treat this happy day, 
And grateful honours to Cecilia pay : 
To htr thcfe lov'd harmonious rites belong. 
To her tliat tunes our ftrings, and ftill infpircs our fong. 

THE FORCE OF JEALOUSY. 

To a Lady alking if her Sex was as fenfible of 
that Paffion as Man. 

An Aliufion to 

** O ! quam crucntus Fceminas fllmulat Dolor !'* 
Seneca, Hercules Oct&us. . 

"1 T TH AT ragingthoughts tranfport the woman'^brcaft, 

^ ^ That is with love and jealoufy pofTeft! 
More witli revenge, than £oh deiires fhe bums, . . 
Wbofc flighted pa^n .meets, no }dnd returns.} ' ^. . 
C c 3 That 
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That courts the youth with long-neglefted charms. 
And finds her rival happy in bis arms ! 

Dread Scylla's rocks 'tis ikfer to engage. 
And trufl a florm, than her dcfini^ve rage : 
Not waves, contending with a boHleix)iLs wind,^ * 
Threaten fb loud, as her tempeftijious mind : 
Por feas ^ow calm, and raging iloims abatei^ 
But moft implacable 's a woman's hate r 
Tigers and favages iefs wild appear. 
Than that fond wretch abandon*d to defpair. 

Such were the tranfports Dejanira felt. 
Stung with a rival's charms, and hujfband's guilt 9 
With fuch defpair fhe viewM the captive maid^ 
Whofe fatal love her Hercules betray*d ; 
Th* unchafte lole, but divinely fair f 
In love triumphant, though a flave hi war ; 
By nature lewd, and form'd for foft delight. 
Gay as the fpring, and fair as beams of light ; 
Whofe blooming youth would wildeft rage difarm. 
And every eye, but a fierce rival's, charm. 

Fix*d with her grief the royal matron ftood. 
When the fair captive in his arms fhe viewed ; 
With what regret her beauties fhe furvcy'd, 
And curfl the power of the too lovely maid. 
That rcap'd the joys of her abandon 'd bed ! 
Her furious looks with wild diforder glow. 
Looks that her envy and refentinent fhow ! 
To blaf): that fair deteded form fhe tries. 
And lightning darts from her diflorted eyes* 

Then o*cr the palace of falfe Hercules, 
With clamoux and impetuous xi^e &e flies s 

Late 
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Late a dear witncfs of their mutual flame. 
But now th' unhappy obje£l: of her ihame j 
Whofe confcious roof can yield her no relief;^ 
But with polluted joys upbraids her grief. 

NOk* can the fpacious court contain her now | 
It grows a i<;ene too narrow for her woe. 
Loofe and undrefl all day fhe ftrays alone, 
"Does her abode and lov'd companions fhun. 
In woods complains, and fi^s in every gr^e. 
The mournful tale of her forfaken love. 
Her thoughts to all th' extremes of frenzy fly^ 
Vary, but cannot eafe her mifery : 
Whilft in her looks the lively forms appear, 
Of envy, fondnefs, fury, and defpair. 

Her rage no conftant face of forrow wears^ 
Oft fcomful fmilcs fucceed loud fighs and tears ^ 
Oft o'er her face the rifing blufhes fpread. 
Her glowing eye-balls turn with fury red : 
Then pale and wan her altered looks appear. 
Baler than guilt, and drooping with defpair. 
A tide of paiBons ebb and flow within, 
And oft (he ihifts the melancholy fcene : 
Do6s all th* exccfs of woman's fury fliow^ 
And yields a large variety of woe. 

Now calm as infants at the mother's bread. 
Her grief in fofteft murmurs js exprcft : 
She fpeaks the tendered things that pity move. 
Kind arc her looks, and languifhing with love. 
Then loud as ftorms, and raging as the wind> 
Slie gives a loofc to her diftcmper d mind t 

C c 4 Witii 
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With fhricks and groans Ihe fills the air zround. 
And makes the palace her loud griefs refbund. 

Wild with her wrongs, fhc like a fiiry ftrays, 
A fury, more than wife of Hercules : 
Her-motion, looks, and voice, proclaim lier woes ; 
While fighs, and broken words^ her wilder thoughts 
difcloTe, 

TO HIS PERJURED MISTRESS. 
" Nox erat, & coclo fulgebat luna fereno," &c. 

TT was one evening, when the rifing moon 
-*■ Amidft her train of ftars diftin£tiy (hone ; 
Serene and calm was the inviting night, 
And heaven appear* d in all its luflre bright 5 
When you, Nexra, you, my perjur'd fair, 
Did, to abufe the gods and me, prepare. 
'Twas then you fwore-— remember, faitJilefs maid. 
With what endearing arts you then bctray'd : 
Re!;nember all the tender things that pail. 
When round my neck your willing arms were caft 
The circling ivys, when the oaks they Join, 
Stem loofe, and coy, to thofe fond arms of tliine^ 

Believe, you cry'd, this folemn vow believe. 
The nobleft pledge that Love and I can give 5 
Or, if there 's ^ught more facred here below, 
Let that confirm my oath to heaven and you. 
If e'er my breaft a guilty flame receives, 
Or covets joys but what thy prefencc gives j 
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"May every injured power aflert thy caulc;. 
And Love avenge his violated laws : 
While criiel bcafts of prey infeft the plain, 
And tempefts rage ypon the faithlefs main ; 
While fighs and tears (hall liftening virgins moY»| 
So long, yc powers, will fond Neaera love. 

Ah, faithlefs charmer, lovely perjur*d maid ! 
Are thus my vows and generous flame repaid ? 
Repeated (lights I have too tamely bore. 
Still doated on, and (!ill been wrong'd the more 
Why do T liften to that Syren's voice. 
Love ev'n thy crimes, and fly to guilty joys ? 
Thy fatal ey£s my beft refolves betray, 
My fury "tnclts In foft defires away : 
Each look, each glance, for all thy crimes atone^ 
Elude my rage, and I'm again undone. 

But if my injur'd foul dares yet be brave, 
Unlcfs I 'm fond of (liame, confirm'd a (lave, 
I will be deaf to that enchanting tongue, 
Nor on thy beauties gaze away my wrong. 
At length I '11 loath each proftituted grace, 
Nor 4:ourt the leavings of a cloy'd embrace j 
But (hew, with manly rage, my foul 's above 
The cold j-etums of thy exhaulted love. 
Then thou (halt judly mourn at my difdain. 
Find all thy arts and all thy charms in vain : 
Shalt mourn, whilft I, with nobler flames, purfue 
Some nymph as fair, though not unjuft, as you.; 
Whofe wit and beauty (hall like thine excel, 
But far Hirpafs in truth, and loving well. 

Bat 



394 YALDEN»^S P O E M $•. 

But wrctxhed thou, whoe'er my rival art. 
That fondly boafls an empire o'er her heart ; 
Thou that enjoy'ft the fair inconftant prize. 
And vainly triumph*ft with my vi£lorie8 ; 
Uncnvy'd now, o*cr all her beauties- rove. 
Enjoy thy ruin, and Neaera's love : 
Though wealth and honours grace thy nobler birth, 
To bribe her love, and fix a wandering faith ; 
Though every grace and every virtue join, 
T' enrich thy mind, and make thy form divine : 
Yet bkfl, with endlefs charms, too foon you '11 pn 
The treacheries of falfe Neasra's love. 
Loft and abandon'^d by th* ungrateful fair. 
Like me you *11 love, be injured, and defpair. 
When left th* unhappy obje6l of her fcom, 
Then'lhall I fmile to fee the vi6lor mourn, 
Laugh at thy fate, and triumph in my turn. 

IMITATION OF HORACE, 

BOOK I. ODE XXIL 

" Integer vitae," &c.. 

THE man that 's uncorrupt, and free from guiltj 
That the rertiorie of fecret crimes ne'er felt r 
Whofe breaft was ne'er debauch'd with fin,. 
But finds ail calm, and all at peace within r 
In his integrity fecurc. 
He fears no danger, dreads no power : 
Ufelefs are arms for his defence. 
That keeps a faithful guard of innocenccr 

II. Scci 
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II. 
Secure the ^^afpy Innocent may rove. 

The care of every power above ; 

Although unarmed he wanders o'er 
The treacherous Libya's fands, and faithlefs ihore t 

Though o'er th' inholpitable brows 

Of lavage Caucafus he goes ; 

Through-Afr)ck*s flames, through Scytbia's fiuywt^ 
Or where Hydafpcs, fani'd for monilers, flows.. 

III. 
For as, within an> unfrequented grove^ 

1 tun'd my willing lyre to love, 

With pkftfing amorous thoughts betray'd>. 
Beyond ray bounds infenfibty I ftray'd ; v 

A wolf that view'd me fled away, 

He fled from his defencekfs- prey ? 

When I involt'd Maria's aid. 
Although unarm'd, the trembling monfler fled* 

IV. 
J^ot Daunxa's teeming iands, nor barbarous fliore> 

E'er fuch a dreadful native bore, 

Nor Africk's nurfing caves brought forth 
So fierce a beafl, of fuch amazing growth : 

Yet vain did all his fury prove 

Againft a breaft that 's arm'd with love; 
Though abfent, fair Maria's name 
Subdues the fierce, and makes the lavage tame* 

V. 
Commit me now to that abandon'd place 

Where chearful light withdraws its rays ; 
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No beams on barren nature fh^ile. 
Nor fruitful winds refrefli tii' intemjjeratc foil 5 
But tempefts, with eternal frofts. 
Still rage around the gloomy coaft : 
Whilft angry Jove infcfts the air, 
Andy black with clouds, deforms the -fulleh year. 

Qr .place mc now beneath the torrid zone. 
To. live a. borderer on the iun : 
Send me to fcorching fands, whofe heat 

Guards the deihxk^ive foil from human feet : 
Yet there I '11 ^ng Maria*s name, 
And fport, uninjuif d, midft the flame : 

Maria's name ! that will create, ev*n there, 

A milder climate, and -more temperate tat* 

Patrocl^s*s Requeft to Achj lles for llis Ar 

Imitated from the Beginning of the Sixteenth 
Iliad of Homer. 

■P\IVINE Achilles, with compaflion -mov'd^ 
•*^ Thus to Patroclus Ijpake, his beft-belov'd. 

Why like a tender girl doft thou -complain ! 
That ftrives to reach the mother's breaft in vain ; 
Mourns by her fide, her knees embraces faft. 
Hangs on her robes, and interrupts her hafle ; 
Yet, when with fondnefs to her arms Ihe 's raised. 
Still mourns and weeps, and will not be appeas'dJ 
Thus my Patroclus in his grief appears. 
Thus like a froward girl profufe of tears. 
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Fronv Phtiiia doft ihou mournful tidings hear^ 
And to thy friend fome fatal meffage be^ ? 
Thy valiant f?ither (if we fame believe) 
The good Mensetius, he is yet alive : 
And Peleus, though in his declining dayj. 
Reigns o'er his Myrmidons in health and peace ; . 
Yet,* as their lateft obfequies we paid, 
Thou mourn'ft them living, as already dead. 

Or thas with ^sarsr the Grecian hofl deplore, ^ 

That with their navy perilh on the fliore ; 
And with compaflion their misfortunes view^ 
The juft reward to guilt and falfehood due ? •; 

Impartial heav^a avenges thus my wrongs 
Nor fuffers crimes to ga unpunifli'd long. 
Reyeal the caufe fo much affli6bs thy r^vod. 
Nor thus conceai thy forrows from thy friend. 
When, gently raifing up his drooping head. 
Thus, with a figh> the fad Patroclus- faid. 
Godlike Achilles, Peleus' valiant fon !. 
Of all our chiefs, the greateft in renown j 
Upbraid not thus th' aflii6lcd with their, xroe?^ 
Nor triumph now the Greeks fuftain fudi lofs t 
To pity let thy generous bread inrline^ 
And ihov^ thy mind is like thy birth divine. 
For all the valiant leaders of their hoft, i 

Or wounded lie, or are in battle loft. 
UlyfTes great in arms, and Diomede, 
Languifii with wounds, and in the navy bleed r 
This common fate great Agamemnon (hares, 
And ftem Eurypylus, ienovvn*d in wars.; 

Whilil 
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Whilft powerful drugs th' experienc'd aiuAB try 
And to their wounds «pt remedies applj^ 
Eafing th' afflided heroes with their fkill. 
Thy breaft alone remains implacable ! 

What, will thy fuiy thus for ever laft I 
Let prcfent woes atone for injuries paft i 
How can thy foul retain fuch lafting hate ! 
Thy virtues are as ufetefs as they 'le great. 
What injur'd friend from thee ftall tape ledrefs 
That will not aid the Greeks in fuch dilbeis } 
'Ufelefs is all the valour that you boaft, 
Deformed with rage, with fuUen fury loft. 

Could cruelty like thtne from Peleus come. 
Or be the oflfspring of ^air Thetis' womb ! 
Thee raging feas, thee boifterous waves brou^ i 
And to obdurate rocks thou ow'ft thy birth ! 
Thy ftubbom nature ftill retains their kind. 
So liard thy heart, fo favage is thy mind. 

But, if thy boding breaft admits of fear. 
Or dreads what facred oracles declare ! 
What awful Thetis in the courts above 
Received from the unerring mouth of Jove 1 

If fo let me tire threatening dangers face. 

And head die warlike fquadrons in thy places 
Whilfl me thy valiant Myrnddons obey« 
We yet may turn the fortune of the day. 
Let me in thy difhngnafh'd arms appear. 
With all thy dreadful equipage of war j 
That when the Trojans our approaches view, 
Deceiv'di they fliall retreat^ and think 'tis yoa« 
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Thusy from the rage of an infulting hoft. 
We may Uttticve tfart fame the Greeks have loft 5 
Vigorous and frefli, th' uneqitsfl fight renc\r. 
And fromtmr navy force the drooping foe^ 
0*er haraie'd men an eafy conqneft gain^ 
And drive the Ti^jans to their ^walls again* 



On the w-printtng MILTON'S Profc WoAs, 
with his Poems written in his Paradise Lost, 

^T* H £ S £ latM lines ^th <«ironOer we penile, 
^ And praife the flights of a fcraphic Mufe, 
Till thy feditious profe provokes our rage, 
And foils the beauties of thy brighteft page. 
Thus here^ve i«e tranfporttng fcenes arife. 
Heaven's vadiaflt hoft, and opening paradile ; 
Then trembling view the dread abyfs beneath, 
-Hell's horrid manfions, and the realms of death. 

Whilft here thy bold majeltic numbers rife, 
And range th' ^embattled legions >of the ikie% 
'With armies fiH the azure pbins of light. 
And paint the lively terrors of the fi^t, 
"We own the poet worthy to rehearfe 
Heaven*^ lafting triumphs in immortal verie : 
But when thy impious mercenary pen 
Infults the beft of princes, beft of men, 
<Our admiration turns to jull diidain. 
And we revoke the fond appiauie again* 

■I like 
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Like the falVfi.angelf in their happy flate. 
Thou iharMft their nature^ iufblencey %od fate t 
To harps divine^ iminonal hymns- they fung^ 
As fweet thy voice, as fweet thy lyre wa« £tj:\mg. 
As they did rebcljS to th* Almighty grow. 
So thou prophaoi'ft his- in^ge here below. 
Apoftate bard ! may not thy guilty ghoft/ 
Difcover to its own eternal cofl. 
That as they heavei^,^th9u j^^x^udiCe bafi loll ! 

f . '; ' . 

TO 

SIR HUMPHRY MACKWORTI 

ON THE MINES, LATE OF SIR CJkKBhX.Y PU 

... I 

\TTH AT fpacious veins enrich the BritiA foi 
^^ The various • ores, and Ikilful miner s toil j 
How ripening metals lie conceal'd in earth, 
And teeming. Nature forms the.wondnHJS birth; 
My ufeful vcrfe,. the firft, tranfmits to fame. 
In numbers tun'd, anid no unhallow'd flame. 

O generous Mackworth ! could the Mufe impai 
A labour worthy thy auspicious art ; 
Like thee fucceed in path& untrod before. 
And fecret treafures of.. the land explore. 
Apollo's felf Ihould on the labour fmile. 
And Delphos quit for Britain's fruitful ifle. 

Where fair Sabrina flows around thecoafl^ 
And aged Dovey nx the ocean 's loft, 
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Her lofty brows unconqucr'd Britain rears, 
And fcnc'd with rocks impregnable appears : 
Which like the well-fix*d bars of nature fliow. 
To guard the treafures (he conceals below. 
For Earth, diftorted with her pregnant womb, 
Heaves up to give the forming embryo room ; 
Hence vaft excrefcences of hills arife. 
And mountains fwell to a portentous fize. 
Louring and black the rugged coaft appears, 
Th« fullen earth a gloomy furface wears ; 
Yet all bcneatli, deep as the centre, (hines 
With native wealth, and more than India's mines. 
Thus erring Nature her defers fupplies. 
Indulgent oft to what her fons defpifc : 
Oft in a rude, unfini(h*d form, we find 
The nobleft treafure of a generous mind. 

Thrice happy land ! from whofe indulgent womb. 
Such unexhaufted ilores of riches come ! 
By heaven belov*d ! form*d by aufpicious fate. 
To be above thy neighbouring nations great 1 
Its golden fands no more fhall Tagus boalt. 
In Dovey's flood his rivalM empire's loft ; 
Whofe waters now a nobler fund maintain, 
To humble France, and check the pride of Spain. 
Like Egypt's Nile the bounteous current fliows, 
Difperfing bleflings wherefoe*er it flows ; 
Whofe native treafure 's able to repair 
The long expences of our Gallic war. 

The ancient Britons are a hardy race, 
Averfe to luxury and Hothful eafe ; 
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Their necks beneath a foreign yoke ne'er bow'd« 
In war unconquer'd, and of freedom proud s 
With minds refolv*d they lafting toils endure, 
TJnmix'd their language, and their manners, pure* 
Wifely does Nature fuch an oflfspring chufe. 
Brave to defend her wealth, and flow to ufew 
Where thirft of empire ne'er inflames their veins» 
Nor avarice, nor wild ambition reigns : 
But, low in mines, they conftant toils renew. 
And through the earth their branching veins purfue. 
As when fomc navy on th* Ibeiian coaft, 
Chac'd by the winds, is in the ocean loft ; * 
To Neptune's realms a newii^pply it biings^ 
The ftrength defign'd of European kings : 
Contending divers would the wreck regaitt. 
And make repriials on the grafping main : 
Wild in purfuit they are endanger d more. 
Then when they combated the ftorms before. 
The miner thus through perils digs his way, 
Equal to theirs, and deeper than the iea ; 
Drawing, in pefliiential fleams, his breath, 
Kefolv'd to conquer, though he combats death. 
Night's gloomy realms his pointed fteel invades. 
The courts of Pluto, and infernal ^adcs : 
He cuts through mountains, fubtcrraneous lakes. 
Plying his work, each nervous ftroke he takes 
Loofens the earth, and the whole cavern ihakes. 
Thus, with his brawny arms, the Cyclops ftands. 
To form Jove's lightning with uplifted hands j 
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The pooderous hammer with a force dcfcends," 
Loud^s the thunder whith his art intends ; 
And as he ftrikcs, with each refiftlefs blow 
The anvil yields, and ^tna groans below. 

Thy fam'd inventions, Mackworth, moll adora 
The miner's ait, and make the beft return : 
Thy fpeedy fails, and ufeful engines, Ihow 
A genius richer than the mii^es below. 
Thoufands of flaves ui>fkill*d Peru maintains; 
The hands tliat labour ftill exhauft the gains : 
The winds, thy (laves, their ufeful fuccour join, 
Convey thy ore, and labour at thy piine ; 
inftrufted by thy arts, a power they find 
To vanqui(h realms, where once they layconfin'd. 

Downward, my Mule, direft thy fteepy flight. 
Where fmiling fkades and beauteous realms invite; 
I firft of Britifli bards invoke thee down, 
And firft with wealth thy graceful temples crown. 
Through dark retreats purfuethe winding ore, 
Search Nature's depths, and view her boundlcfs ftore | 
The fecret caufe in tuneful meafures fing. 
How metals fiiil are fram'd, and whence they fpring. 
Whether the a6Uve fun, with chemic flames. 
Through porous earth tranfmits his genial beams ; 
With heat impregnating the womb of night. 
The offspring fhincs with its paternal light : 
On Britain's ifle propitioufly he (hincs, 
With joy defcends, and labours in her mines. 
Or whether, urg'd by fubterraneous flames. 
The earth ferments, and flows in li^juid ftrcams 5 
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Purg'd from their drofs, the nobler parts re 
Receive new forms, and with frcfh beauties 
Thus fluid parts, unknowing how to bum ^ 
With cold congcal'd, tofolid metals turn: 
For metals only from devouring flame 
Prcfer^'c their beauty, and return the fame ; 
Both art and force the well- wrought mafs <3 
And 'midil the fire its native form retains. 
Or whether by creation firft they fprung, 
When yet unpoisM the world's great fabric 
Metals tiie bafis of the earth were made, 
The bars on which its fix'd foundation *s la 
All fecond caufes they difdain to own, 
And from th' Almighty's Fiat fprung alon 

Nature in fpecious beds prefer\'es heritor 
And keeps unmixed the we 11 -compared or 
The fpreading root a numerous race mainta 
Of branching limbs, and far-extended vein 
'i'hus, from its watery llore, a fpring fuppl 
The lefTer ftrcams that round its fountain rif 
Which bounding out in fair meanders plaj 
And o'er the meads in different currents fti 

Mcthinks I fee the rounded metal fprcad, 
To be ennobled with our monarch's head : 
About the globe th* admired coin Ihall rur 
And make the circle of its parent fun. 

How arc thy realms, triumphant Britain 
Enrich'd with more than all the diftant wcj 
Tliy fens, no more bctray'd with hopes of 
Shall tempt the dangers of a faithkfs main, 
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Traffic no more abroad for foreign fpoil, . 
Supplied with richer from their native foil. 
To Dovey's flood (hall numerous traders come. 
Employ 'd to fetch the Britiih bullion home. 
To pay their tributes to its bounteous fliore, 
Returning laden with the Cambrian ore. 
Her abfent fleet Potofi^s race ihall mourn. 
And wifh in vain to fee our fails return ; 
Like mifers heaping up their ufelefs ftbrc, 
Starv*d with their wealth, amidft their riches poor. 
Where-e'er the Britifii banners are difplay*d, 
Thefuppliant nations (hall implore our aid : 
Till, thus compeU'd.the greater worlds confefs 
Themfelves obliged, and fuccour'd by the lefs. 

How Cambria's mines weretoherofispringknownt 
Thus iacred verfe tranfmits the ftory down : 
Merlin, a bard of the infpired train. 
With myftic numbers charm'd the Britifli plain ; 
Beloved by Phoebus, and the tuneful Nine, 
His (bng was facred, and his art divine : 
As on Sabrina*s fruitful banks he flood. 
His wondrous yerfc rcfirain'd the liflening flood ; 
The (bream's bright GoJdds raisM her awful head. 
And to her cave the artful (hepherd led. 
Her fwift-defcending fteps the youth purfues. 
And rich in ore the (jpacious mountain views. 
In beds diftinft the well rang'd metals lay, 
Difperflng rays, and counterfeiting day. 
The filver, (hedding beams of orient light. 
Struck with too fierce a glare his aking fight ; 
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Like rifing flames the ruddy copper ihow'd^ 
And fprcad its blulhes o'er the durk abode i 
Profufe of rays, and with vmrival'd beara^y 
The liquid filver flowM in reftlefs fbreatns : 
Nor India's fparkling gems are half fo bright, 
Nor waves above, that ihine with heavenly light; 
When thus the Goddefs fpakc : Harmonious Youth 
Rever'd for numbers fraught with facred truth ! 
BelovM by heaven ! attend while I rdate 
The fix*d decree, and dark events of fate. 
Conceal'd thefe treafures lie in Nature's womb^ 
For future times, and ages yet to come. 
When many long revolving years art run> 
A hero Ihall afcend the Britilh tlhroae, 
Whdfe numerous triumphs fhall A'Ugufta gra<ic. 
In arms renown'd, ador'd for plenteous peace. 
Beneath his fway a generous youth ihall rife. 
With virtues bleft, in happy councils wife ; 
Rich with the fpoils of Learning's various ftort. 
Commanding arts, yet flill acquiring rndre* 
He, withlucccfs, fhall enter this abode. 
And nature trace in paths before untrod ; 
The fhiilihg offspring from her womb remove. 
And with her entrails glad the realms above. 
O youth, referv*d by more aufpicious fate. 
With fam'd improvements to oblige the ilate ? 
By wars impoverifh'd, Albion mourns no more. 
Thy vvell-wrought mines forbid her to be poor 
The earth, thy great exchequer, ready lies. 
Which air defeat of failing funds fuppUcs ^ 

1 
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lou fhalt a nation's prefling wants Felieve, 

»c warcan lavifh more than thou canft give. 

This, Mackworth, fixes thy immortal name^ 

le Mufe's darling, and the boail of fame ; 

► greater Tirtues on record fliall ftand, 

lan thu« with arts to grace, with wealth enrrich the land. 
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ART OF. LOVE 

BOOK THE SECON D*. 

"Vr OW lo Paean fing ! now wreaths prepare ! 
-*-^ And with repeated los fill the air : 
The prey is fall'n in my fuccefsful toils. 
My artful nets inclofe the lovely fpoils : 
My numbers now, ye fmiling lovers, crown. 
And make your poet deathlefs in renown : 
With lalling fame my verfe (hall be inroU'd, 
And I peferr'd to all the Bards of old. 
Thus Paris from the warlike Spartans bore 
Their ravifh'd bride ; to Ida's diftant (hore 
Vi6"lorius Pelops thus in triumph drove 
The vanquifh'd maid, and thus enjoy'd his love. 
Stay, eager youth ! your bark *s but under fail j 
The diftant port requires a profperous gale. 
'Tis not enough the yielding beauty 's found. 
And with my aid your artful palTion crown'd ; 

* The First Book of Ovid's " Art of Lov( 
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The conqucfts our fuccefsful condu£l gain'd, 

With art'muft be fccur*d, by arts maintained. 

The glory's more to guard, than win the prize; 

There all the toil and threatening danger lies. zo 

if ever, Cupid, now indulgent prove, 

O Venus ! aid j thou charming Queen of Love ! 

Kind Erato, let thy auipicious name 

Infpire the work, and raife my generous flame. 

The labour *s great ! a method I defign 15 

For Love; and will the fctter'd god confine: 

The god tliat roves the fpacious world around. 

In every clime, and diflant region found ; 

A6tive and light, his wings elude our guard. 

And to con£ne a deity is hard : 30 

His guefl from flight Minos inclos'd around, 

Yet he witli wings a daring paffage found. 

Thus Daedalus her offspring firft confined : 

Who with a bull in lewd embraces join'd r 

Her teeming womb the horrid crime confefs'd ; 35 

Big with a human bull, half man, half beaft. 

Said he, juft Minbs, heft of human-kind. 

Thy mercy let a proftrate exile find. 

By fates compell'd my native (hores to fly. 

Permit me, where I dui-ft not live, to die. 40 

Enlarge my fan, if you ncgleft my tears. 

And ihow companion to his blooming yean : 

Let not the youth a long confinement mourn. 

Oh free the ion, or 'let his fire return ! 

Thys he im^lor'd, but flill implor'd in vain, ' 45 . 

^or could the freedom that he fought^ obtain. 

Convinc'd 
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ConvincM at length : Now, Dasdalus, he cry'dj. 

Here *s fubjcft for thy art that 's yet untry'd,, 

Minos the earth commands, and guards the Tea, 

Ifepafs the land aflfords, the deep no way : 5* 

Heaven *s only free, we'll heaven's aufpicious height ^ 

Attempt t» pafi, where kinder fates invite ! V 

Favour, ye powers above, my daring flight ; J 

Misfortunes oft prove to invention kind, 

Itftruft our wit, and aid the labouring mind : 55 

For who can credit men, in wild defpair,. 

Should force a paffage through the yielding air ! 

Feathers for win^<lcfign*d the artift chofe. 

And bound with thread his forming pinions clofe : 

With tempered wax the pointed ends he wrought, iof 

And to perfe£^ion his new labours brought. 

The finifh'd wings his fmiling offspring views> 

Admires the work, not confcipus of their vie : 

To whom thefethcr feid,. Obfervc arighr^ 

OUerve, my Ibn, the^einihnments of flight. 65 

In vain the tyrant our cfcape retards. 

The heavens he cannot, all but heaven he guards ; 

Though earth and leas elude thy father's care, 

Thefe wings fliall wafft us through the fpacious aifh 

Not fliall my fon celeftial figns furvey, 70 

Far from the radiant Virgin take your way : 

Or where Booresthe chill'd north commands. 

And Nvith his fwMshion dread Orion flands ; 

I'll go before, me flrll retain m iight, 

Wbere-e'er I'Mdy l«curely make your fl^ht. 75 
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For fhould we upward (bar too near the fuiiy 
Diffolv'd with heat, the liquid wax will run t 
Or near the Teas an humbler flight maintain^ 
Our plumes will Qjffer by the fteaming main*. 
A medium keep, the winds obferve aright : $9 

The winds will aid your advantageous flight. 
He caution'd thus, and thus informed him loRgy 
As careful birds inftruft their tender young : 
The fpreadint^ wings then to his (houlders bound,. 
His body pois'd, and rais'd him from the ground* S5 
Prepar'd for flight, his aged arms embrace 
The tender youth, whilft tears o*erflo\v his face, 
A hill there was, from whence the anxious pair 
Eflay*d their wings, and forth they lanch*d in air : 
Now his expanded plumes the artiil plies, ^^ 

Regards his Ton, and leads along the ikies ; 
PleasM with the novelty of flight, the boy 
Bounds in the air, and upward iprings with joy* 
The angler views them from the diflantihindy 
And quits the labours of his trembling hand^. -9^ 

Samos they pafs, and Naxos^in their flight, 
And Dclos, with Apollo's prefence bright. 
Now on their right Lebinthos* fliores they fonni. 
For fruitful lakes and fliady groves renown*d* 
When the afpiring boy forgot his fears, .foc^ 

Rafli with hot youth and unexperienced yean t 
Upwards he foar'd, maintained a lofty (boke. 
And his dirc6^ing father's way forfook. 
The waX) of heat impatient, melted run. 
Nor could his wings fuftain that blaze of fun. 105 

From 
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From heaven he views the fatal depths below, 
Whilft killing fears prevent the diftant blow. 
His ftruggling arms now no afliilance find, 
Nofr poife the bod/, nor receive the wind. 
Filling, his father he implores in vain, 
To aid his flight, and finking limbs fufUins 
His name invokes, till the expiring found 
Far in the floods with Icarus was drown'cl. 
The parent mourns, a parent now no more. 
And feeks the abfent youth on every fhore ; 
Where's my lov'dtibn, my Icarus! he cries; 
Say in what diflant region of the ikies, 
Or faithlefs clime, the youthful wanderer flics ! 
Then view'd his pinions fcatter'd o'er the flream, 
The fhore his bones received, the waves his name. 
Minos with walls attempted to detain 
His flying gucfls, but did attempt in vain: 
Yet the wing'd god Ihall to our rules fubmit. 
And Cupid yield to more prevailing wit. 
■ Theffaliiin arts in vain ralli lovers ufe, 
In vain with drugs the fcornful maid abufe : 
The Ikilful'fl potions intffedual prove, 
Ufclcls are magic remedies in love : 
Could charms prevail, Circe had prov'd her art, 
And fond Medea fix'd her Jafon's heart. 
Nor tempt with philters the difdainful dame ; 
They rage ipfpire, create a frantic flame : 
Abfiain from guilt, all vicious arts remove. 
And >makc your paffion worthy of her love. 

i Di 



1 



Book II. OVID'S ART OF LO'VE. 41$ 

Diftruft your empty form and boafted face j 135 

The nymph engage a thoufand nobler ways : 

To fix her vanquifh'd heart intirely thine, 

AccompliihM graces to your native join. 

Beauty 's but frail, a charm that foon decays^ 

Its luftre fades as rolling years increafe, 

And ageftiil triumphs o*er the ruin'd fecc. 

This truth the fair but (hort-liv'd lily ihows. 

And prickles that furvivc the faded rofe. 

Learn, lovely boy, be with inftru£lion wife ? 

Beauty and youth mif-fpent are paft advice. 145 

Then cultivate thy mind with Wit and Fame, 

Thofe lalling charms furvive the funeral flame. 

With arts and fclences your breaft improve, 
Of high import are languages in love : 
The fam'd Ulyfles was not fair nor young, 150 

feut eloquent and charming with his tongue : 
And yet for him contending beauties ftrove. 
And every fea-nymph fought the hero's love, 
Calypfo mourn'd when he forfbok her (hores, 
And with fond waves detain*d his hafty oars. 155 

Oft (he inquired of ruin'd Ilium's fate. 
Making him oft the wondrous tale relate 5 
Which with fuch grace his florid tongue could framed 
The ftory dill was new, tho* ilill the fame. * 

Now flanding on the fliores, again declare, i^'i 

Calypfo cry'd, yourfam'd exploits in war. 
He with a wand, a flender wand he bore, 
Delineates every aftion on the ihore. 

Here's 
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Here's Troy, fay9 he, then draws the walls in fand 
There Sim<)if flows, here my battalions fland. 
A field there was, (and then defcribes the field) 
Where Dolon, with rewards decdv'd, we kill'd. 
Jnftthus cntrepchM imagine Rhefus lies, 
And here we make his warlike deeds our prize. 
Aluch he de(prib*d, when a dcl^ru(Sbivc wave 
\Va(h*d ofifthe (lender Troy, and rolling gave 
To Rhefus and his tents one common grave. 
Long with ddight his charming tongue (he heard. 
The well-rais*d paifion in her looks appeared : 
The goddeis weeps to view liis fjpreading -fails. 
So much a foldier with the iex prevails. 
Diftruft thy form, fond youth, and learn to know. 
There *s more requir'd in love than empty fliow. 
With juft difdain (he treats the haughty mind, 
'Tis complaifance that makes a beauty kind. 
The hawk we hate that always lives in arms. 
The raging wolf that every flock aiairas : 
"But the mild fwallow none with toils infcfts. 
And none the foft Chaonian bird molefts. 
Debates avoid, and rude contention fhun j 
A woman *s with fubmiflive language won. 
Lc;t the wife rail, and injur'd hufband fwear. 
Such freedoms areallow'd the marryM pair : 
Difcord and (trifeto nuptial beds belong. 
The portion ju(Hfie8 a clamorous tongue. i 

With tender vows the yielding maid endear. 
And kt her only fighs and wi(hcs hear. 
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Contrive with words and alliens to d^light^ 
Still charm her ear, and ftili oblige her fight, 

I no inftruflions to the rich impart, j^ 

He needs not, that prefent«, my ukUk art : 
The giving lover *s handfome^ valiant, wife. 
His happy fortune is above advice. 
I to the needy fing ; though poor, I love, 
iVnd, wanting wealth, with melting language move. «O0 
His honour ftorms a ftubborn damfel's door j 
I 'm cautious to afiront, becaufe I 'm poor. 
With pleafing arts I court, with arts poffefs { 
Or if I 'm bounteous, 'tis in promifes. 
^rag'd, I ruffled once Comnna*s hair, s»o$ 

Long was I baoiih'd by the injured fair ; 
Long mournful nights for this confum'd alone. 
Nor could 'my tears the furious maid atone. 
Weeping, Ihe vow'd, a fuit of point I tore j 
faUely ihe vow'd, but I nHift .purchafe more. ^x^ 

Make not your guilty mafter's'Crime yourovvn. 
But by my punifhmentmy error fiiunj 
Indecent fury from her fight remove, 
No paflion let your miftrefs know, but love. 

Yet if the haughty nymph 's unkind and coy, t|^ 
Or fliuns your fight} have patience, and^njoy. 
By flo^ degrees wc bend the iiubborn bow ; 
What force refids* with art will pliant grow. 
In vain we ftem a torrent's rapid fiorce, 
But fwim with eafe, complying with its courfe. 22# 
By gentler arts we favage beads Kclaim, 
Jindiionsy bulls, and furious tigers tame. 
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Fiercely Atlanta o'er the foreft rov*d, 

Cruel and wild, and yet at laft ihe lo<r*d. 

Melanion longdeplor'd his hopelefs flame, 225 

An:l, weeping, in the woods purfued the fcomful dame : 

On his fubmiflive neck her toils he wore. 

And with his miftrefs chac'd the dreadful boar» 

Arm'd to the woods I bid you not repair, 

^or folldw over hills the favage fair : 230 

My foft injun6tions lefs fevere you '11 find, 

Eafy to learn, and fram'd to every mind. 

Her wilhcs never, nor her will withftand ; 

Submit, you conquer j ferve, and you *11 command. 

Her words approve, deny what (he denies j 235 

Like, where (he likes; and where ihe fcoras, defpife* 

Laugh when (he fmiles : when fad, dilTolve in tears ; 

Let every gefture fympathize with hers. 

If (he delights, as women will, in play, 

Her flakes return, your ready lo(ings pay. 240 

When (he 's at cards, or rattling dice (he throws. 

Connive at cheats, and generoufly lofe. 

A fmiling winner let the nymph remain. 

Let your plcas'd miftrefs every conqueft gain. 

In heat, with an umbrello ready ftand ; "245 

When walking, offer your ofhcious hand. 

Her trembling hands, though you fuftain the cold, 

Chcri(h, and to your warmer bofom hold. 

Think no inferior office a difgrace j 

No a6^ion, that a miftrefs gains, is ba(e. 250 

The hero that eluded Juno's fpite. 

And every monfter overcame in fight| 

That 
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That pa ft fo many bloody labours o*er, 

And well deferv'd that hcar'n whofe weight he bore : 

Amidil Ionian damfels carding ftands, £55 

And grafps the diftaff with obedient hands ; 

In all commands the haughty dame obeys ; 

And who difdains to a6^ like Hercules > 

If flie *s at law, be fure commend the laws, 

Solicit with the judge, or plead her caufe. iS<^ 

With patience at the aflignation wait, 

Early appear, attend her coming late. 

Whene'er (he wants a meflenger, away. 

And her commands with flying feet obey. 

When late from fupper llie 's returning home, 265 

And calls her fervant, as a fervant come. 

She for the country air retires from town. 

You want a coach, or horfe, why foot it down : 

Let not the fultry feafon of the year, 

yhe falling fnows, or conftantrain deter, 270 

Love is a warfare ; an ignoble floth 

Seems equal confemptibje in both : 

In both are watchings, duel?, anxious cares, 

The foldierthus, and thus the lover fares ; 

With rain he *s drench'd, with piercing tempefls Ihakesj 

And on the colder earth his lodging takes. 

Fame fays that Phoebus kept Admctus* herd j 

And coarfely in an humble cottage far*d ; 

No fervile offices the god dcny'd ; 

Ltarti this, ye lovers, and renounce Vour pride. i8^ 

When all exccfs is to your miftrefs hard, 
When cvcrv doorfecur*d, and window barr'd j 

Ee The 
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The roof untile, fome defperate paflage find : 
You cannot be too bold to make her kind : 
Ohy how ihe '11 clafp you when the dangers o'er^ 
And value your defenring pafHon more ? 
Thus through the boifterous fcas Leander mevd, 
Not to poflefs, but (hew how much he lov'd. 

Nor blulhing think how low you condefcend 
To court her roaid$, and make each flave your frie 
Each by their names familiarly falute, 
And beg them to promote your amorous fuit. 
Perhaps a bribe's requirM ; your bounty (how. 
And from your ilender fortune part bcftow. 
A double bribe the chamber-maid fecures ; 
And when the favorite *s gain'd, the fair is your*s. 
She '11 add, to every thing you do, a grace. 
And watch the wanton hours, and time her praife. 
Wlien fcn'ants merry make, and feaft and ptay. 
Then jpve herfomething to keep holiday. 
Retain them every one, the porter moft. 
And her who nightly guards the happy coaft. 

I no profufe^nor coftly gifts commend, 
But choofe and time it well, whate*er you fend. 
Pjovidc thcprodu^ of the early year. 
And let your boy the rural prefentbear.; 
Tell her 'twas frefti, and from your manor broughi 
Though dale, and in the fuUirb maiket bought, 
The firft ripe clufter let your miftrcfseat, 
With chefnuts, melons, and fair peaches treat : 
Some larger filh, or choicer fowl prefent : 
They recommend your paflion, where they 're fcnt 
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'Tis withthclc arts thcchildlefs niifer*s caught. 

Thus future legacies are bafely bought : 

But may his nanie with iufamy be curA, 315 

That pra6lis*d them on love, and woman firfti 
In tender fonncts moft your flame rehearfc. 

But who, alas ! of late are niov'd by verfc ? 

Women a wealthy -treating fool adiisirc, 

4pplaud your wit, but coflly gifts require, ^zo 

This is the golden age, all worlhip gold, 

Honours arc purchas'd. Love and Beauty fold. 

Should Homer come with his harmonious train, 

And not prefcnt, Homer's tum'd out again. 

Sooif of the fex have fcnfe, their number *» fmall ; 325 
Moil ignorant, yet vain pretenders all i 
Flatter aright, fmooth empty Hanzas fend ; 
They feldom fenfe, but found and rhynnie commend. 
Should you with art compofe e^h poliihM line, 
Ax^ make lier, like your numbers, all divine : 330 
Yet ihe '11 a treat, or worthlefs toy prefer 
To all th* immortal poet's boafted care. 
But he that covets to retain her heart. 
Let him apply his flattery with art : 
With lading raptures on her beauty gaze, 335 

And make her form the tubjc6l of his praife. 
Purple commend, when flie 's m purple drefs'd } 
In fcarlet, fwcar flie looks in fcarlct beft : 
Array'd in gold, her graceful mien adore, 
Vp^'jng thofe eyes tranfcend the fparkling ore^ -340' 

With prudence place each compliment aright, 
Tliough cUd in crape, let homely citipe delight. 
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In fortcd colours, praife a vary'd drefs ; 
In night-cloaths, or commode, let either pi cafe. 
Or when flie combs, or when (he curls her hair, 
Commend her curious art and. gallant air. 
Singing, her voice, dancing, her ftep admire. 
Applaud when ihe defifts, and fiill delire : 
Let all her words and aflions wonder raife. 
View her with raptures, and with raptures praife. 
Fierce as Medufa though your miftrefs prove, 
Thefe arts will teach the fiubborn beauty love. 

Be cautious left you ovcr-a6l: your part. 
And temper your hypocrify with art : 
Lit no falfe adion give your words the lie. 
For, undeceived, Ihe *s ever after ihy. 
In Autumn oft, when the luxurious year 
Purples the grape, and fhows the vintage near; 
When fultry heats, when colder blafts arife. 
And bodies' languifli with inconftant (kics : 
If vitious heaven infe6ls her tender veins. 
And in her tainted blood fome fever reigns ; 
Then your kind vows, your pious care bcftow, 
The bleflings you expedl: to reap, then fow : 
Think nothing nauicous in her loath*d diicafe. 
But with your ready hand contrive to pleafe : 
Weep in her fighr, then fonder kiflcs give. 
And let her burning lips your tears receive. 
Much for her ikfcty vow, but louder fpeak. 
Let the nymph hear the lavifh vows you make. 
As health returns, fo let your joys appear. 
Oft fmile with hope, and oft confefs yoiir fear. 
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This in her bread remains, thefe pleafing charms 

Secure a paflage to her grateful arms. 

Reach nothing naufeous to her tafie or iight^ 375 

Officious only when you mod delight : 

Nor bitter draughts, nor hated medicines give ; 

Let her from rivals what flie loatlis receive. 

Thofe proiperous winds that iaunch'd our bark from ifaore. 

When out at fea affift its courfe no more : 380 

Time will your knowledge in our art improve. 

Give ilrength and vigour to your forming love. 

The dreadful bull was but a calf, when young ; 

The lofty oak but from an acorn iprung : 

From narrow fprings the nobleft currents flow, .3^5 

9ut fwell their floods, and fpread them as they go. 

]^ converfant with love, no toils rcfufe, 

And conquer all fatigues with frequent ufe. 

Still let her hear your fighs, your paflion view, 
*'i^d night and day the flying maid purfue. 390 

Then paufe awhile ;. by fallow fields we gain j 

A thirfty foil receives the welcome rain. 

Phyllis was calm while with Demophoon blefs'd,. 

His abfence wounded moft her raging bread : 
^TPIius his chafte confort for UlyiTcs bum'd, 395 

And Laodamia thu« her abfent huiband mourc*<i : 
"With fpeed return, you 're ruin'd by delays. 

Some happy youth may ibon fupply your place. 
When Sparta's pruice was from his Helen gone, 
^•uld Helen be content to lie alone ? 400 

She in his bed receivM her amorous guel^, 
■ And nightly clafp'd him to her panting brc:ift. 

Ee 3 Unthinking 
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Unthinking cuckold, to a proverb blind ! 
What, truft a beau and a fair wife behind ! 
Let furious hawks thy trembling turtles keep. 
And to the mountain wolves commit thy ihee 
Helen is guiltlefs, and her lover*s crime 
But what yourfelf would a£l: another time ! 
The youth was prefling, the dull huftandgon 
Let every woman make the cafe her own : 
Who could a prince, by Venus ient, refufc ? 
The cuckold^s negligence is her excufe. 

But not the foaming boar whom fpears furr 
Revenging on the dogs his mortal wound, 
Kor Honefsy wfaofe young receive the breaft, 
Norlripcr by unwary footfteps prcft 5 
Nor drunkard by th* Aonian god.poflefl, 
Tranfcend the woman's rage, by fury led. 
To find a rival in her injur'd bed. 
With fire and fword flie flies, the frantic dam< 
Difdains the thoughts of tcndernefs or (hame. 
Her offspring's blood eurag'd Medea Ipilt, 
A cruel mother, for the father's guilt. 
And Progne's unrelenting fury proves. 
That dire revenge purfues negkfted loves. 
Where facred ties of honour are deftroy'd. 
Such errors cautious lovers muft avoid. 
Think not my precepts conftancy enjoin, 
Venus avert ! far nobler *s my defign. 
. At large enjoy, conceal your paffion well^ 
Nor ufe the modiih vanity to tell : 
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Avoid prefenting of fufpefted toys, 

Nor to an hour confine your varied joys : 

Dcfert the. (hades you did frequent before. 

Nor make them confcious to a new amour. 43 $ 

The nymph, when flie betrays, difdains your guilt, 

And, by fuch faliehood taught, (he learns to jilt. 

While with a.wife Atrides liv'd content. 

Their loves were mutual, and fhe innocent ; 

But when inflamM with ev^ry charming face, 440 

Her lewdneis flill maintained an equal pace. 

Chryfes, as fame had told her, pray'd in vain, • 

Nor could by gifts his captive girl obtain ; 

Mournful Bridus., thy complaints (he heard. 

And how his luH the tedious war defcrr'd. . 445 

Tl^s tamely heard, but with refcntmcnt view*d 

The vidor by his beauteous (lave fubducd : 

With rage fhc faw her own negleftcd charms. 

And took iEgifthus to her injur*d arms. 

To luft and ihame by his example led, 450 

Who durft Co openly profane her bed. 

What you conceal, her more obfcrving tiyc 
Perhaps betrays : with oaths the fa6t deny 1 
And boldly gi^rc her jcaloufy the lie • 
Not too fubmiffive fccm, nor over-kind ; 45* 

Thcfc are the fymptoms of a guilty mind : 
But no carcil^s, tiq endearments fpare, 
Enjoyment pacifies the angry fair. 

There are, th^t (^rong provoking potions praife, 
And nature with pci^icioui mcdicinei rai(e 3 , 4^ 

Ec4 . , :Ngp 
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Nor drugs, nor herbs, will what you fancy provej 
And I pronounce them poifonous all in love. 
Some pepper bruis'd with f^t of nettles )oin» 
And clary fteq) in bowls of mellow wine : 
Venus is mott avcrfe to forc'd.delig^s. 
Extorted flames pollute her genial rites ; 
With fifhes (pawn thy feeble nerves recruk. 
And with eringo's hot felacious root x 
Tbf goddeis worfliip'd by th' Erycian iwuns 
Megara's white ihalloc, fo fiaint, diiQains. 
New eggs they take, and honey's liquid juice. 
And leaves and appks of the pine infufe. 
Prefcribe no more, my Mufe, nor medicines givi 
Scicuty and youth need no provocative. 

Vou that concealed your fecret crimes before^ 
Proclaim them now, now publifh each amour. , 
Nor tax me with inconila|icy ; we find 
The driving bark requires a veering wind : 
JIow northern blafts we court, now fouthern gale 
And every point befriends our ihifted fails. . 
Thus chariot-drivers with a flowing rein 
Dire£t their deeds, then, curb them in again. 
Indulgence oft corrupts the faithlefs dame. 
Secure from rivals flie negle£(s your flame : 
The mind without variety is cloy'd. 
And naufeates pleafures it has long en joy 'd. . 
But as a fire, whofe wafted flrength declines. 
Con verts. to aflies, and but faintly ihines j 
When fulphur's brought,;the fpreadiQg.flbmes re 
And glowing emben with freih fury burn : 
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A rival thus th* ungrateful maid reclaims^ • 

Revives defire, and feeds her dying flames : 

Oft make her jealous, give your fondncls o'er,. 

And teaze her often with fomc new amour. 

Happy, thrice happy youth, with plcafures Weft, 

Too great, to exquifjte to be expreft, 

That view 'ft the anguifli of her jealous- brcaft! 

Whene'er thy guilt the flighted beauty knows. 

She fwoons j her voice, and then her colour goes. 

Oft would my furious nymph, in burning rage, 500 

Aflault my locks, and with her nails engage ; 

Then how flie M weep, what piercing glances caft ! 

And vow to hate the perjured wretch at laft. 

Let not your miftrefs long your falfehood mourn : ^ • 

Negle£led fondnefs will to fury turn, ro#. 

But kindly clafp her in your arms again. 

And on your bread her drooping head fiiftain : 

Whilft weeping kifs, amidft her tears enjoy^ 

And with cxcefs of blifs her rage deftroy. 

Let her awhile lament, awhile complain, ^ 1^ 

Then die with pleafure, as flie dy'd with pain. 

Enjoyment cures her with its powerful charms. 

She '11 fign a pardon ;n your a£live arms, 

Firft nature lay an lindigefted mafs. 
Heaven, earth, and ocean, wore one common face : 515 
Then vaulted heaven was fram'd, waves earth inclos'd j. 
And Chaos was in beauteous form difpos'd 5 
The beafts inhabit woods, the birds the air. 
And to the floods the fcaly fry repair. 
Mankind alone enjoy'd no certain place, r2Q: 

On rapine liv'd, a Tudc ucpoIifliM race : * 
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Caves were their houfes, herbs their food and bed, 

Whilil each a fkvagc from the other fled. 

Love Hrft diiamn'd the Bercenefs of their mind. 

And in one bed the men and women join'd. 525 

The youth wa^ eager, but unlkill'd in Joy, 

Nor was the unexperiencM virgin coy ! 

They knew no courtfhip, no inftruftor found, 

Yet they cnjoy'd, and blefs'd the plcafing wound. 

The birds with conforts propagatfe their kind, 530 

And fporting Bfli their finny beauties find : 

In amorous folds the wanton ferpents twine. 

And dogs with their falacious females join. 

The lufty bull delights his frifking dames. 

And more lafcivious goat her male inflames. 535 

Marcs furious grow with love, their boundaries force, 

Plunging through waves to meet the neighing horfe. 

Goon, brave youth, thy generous vigour try, 

To the referfting maid this charm apply : 

Love's foftening pleafures every grief remove, 540 

There *s nothing that can can make your peace like love. 

From drugs and philtres no rcdrefs you *11 find. 

But nature with your miflrefs will be kind. 

The love that 's unconftrain'd will long endure, 

Machaon's art was falfe, but mine is fure. 545 

Whillt thus I fung, inflamed with nobler fire, 
I heard the great Apollo's tuneful lyre ; 
His hand a branch of fpreading laurel bore. 
And on his head a laurel wreath he wore 5 
Around he caft diffuiive rays of light, 55Q 

Confelfing flU the god to human i^ht, 

Thoii 
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Thou mailer of lafcivtous arts, he faid. 

To my frequented fane thy pupils lead : 

And there infcribe m chara£ber$ of gold. 

This celebrated feixtcxjce you *11 beliold. 555 

Firft know youi&if ; who to himfelf is known. 

Shall love with conduct, and his wiihes crown. 

Where Nature has a handibme face beftow'd. 

Or graceful ftape, let both be often fhow'd : 

Let men of wit and humour iilen^e fiiun, * 340 

The artiftiingy and (oldierblufteroQ : 

Of long harangues, ye eloquent, tak« heed, 

Nor thy daran'd works, thou teazing poet, read. 

Thus Phcebus fpake : A juft obedience give, 

Andthefe injundlion-s from a god receive. ^65 

I myfleries unfold 1 to my advice 
Attend,, -ye vulgar lovers, and grow wiic. 
The thriving grain in harveft often fails : 
Oft prpfpVous winds turn adverfe to our fails : 
'Few are the pleafures, though the toils are great : 570 
With patience muft fubmiilive lovers wait. 
What hares on Athos, bees on Hybla feed. 
Or berries on the circling ivy breed ; 
As ihells on Tandy (hores, as fbrs above, 
Sa numerous are the fure fatigues of iove. ^73 

The lady 's gone abroad, you Ve told ; though (een, 
Diftruft yoar eyes, believe her not within. 
Her lodgings on the promised night are clo(e; 
Refent it not, but on.thc earth repofe. 
Her maid will cry, with an infultin^tone, rgo 

What makes you iauntcr here } you lot, be jg;onc« 

With 
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With moving words the crael nymph intreat. 
And place your gariand on the bolted gate. 

Why do I light and vulgar precepts ufe ? 
A nobler fubjeft now infpires my Mufe t 5S5 

Approaching joys I fing; ye youths draw near, 
Liften ye happy lovers and give ear : 
The labour 's great, and dariag is my ibng. 
Labours and great attempts to Love belpng. 
As from tlie facred oracles of Jove ' 590 

Receive thefe ^rahd myfterious trvrtht i* Love. 
Look down when ihe the ogling fpadc invites. 
Nor touch the confcious tablets when ihe writes. 
Appear not jealous, though ihe 's Iftuch from horoe^ 
L^t her at pleafure go, unqueftion*d coMe. 54^5 

This crafty hufbands to their wives permit, 
And learn, when (he 's engag'd, to wink atit« 
I my own frailties modeftly confefs 5. 
And, bliifhing, give thofe precepts I tranfgrefs ; 
Shall I, with patience, the known fignal hear, 600 

Retire, and leave a happy rival there * ^ 

What ! tamely fufier the provoking wrong,. 
And be afraid to ufe tny hands or tongue ! 
Corinna's huiband kifs'd her in my fight $ 
1 1)eat the faucy fdol, and feiz'd my right. 605 

1 like a fury for my nymph engage, 
And like a mad -man, when I mifs her, rage. 
My paflion ftill prevails, convinc*d I yield ! 
He that fubmits to this is better Ikiird. 

Expofe not, though you find her guilty flame, 6»o 
hdi Ihe abandon moddly and fliame : 

Conceal 
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Conceal her faults, no fecret crimes upbraid { 

Nothing '8 fo fond as a rurpe£ted tnaidi 

Difcover'd love increafes with defpair. 

When both alike the guiit and fcandal ihare : 615 

All fenfeof modefly they lofe in time, 

Whim each encourages the other's crime. 

In heaven this ftory *s fam*d above the reft, 
Amongft th' immortal drolls a (landing jeft : 
How Vulcan two tranfgrelfing lovers caught, 6x« 

And every god a pleased fpe£lator brought. 
Great Mars for Venus felt a guilty flame, 
Ncglefted war, and own'd a lover's name 1 
To his dcfires the Queen of Love incJinM ; 
No nymph in heaven 's fb willing, none (b kind. (25 
Oft the lafcivious fair, with fcornful pride. 
Would Vulcan's foot and footy hands deride^ 
Yet both with decency their paffion bore. 
And modeftly conceal *d the clofe amour. 
But by the fun betray'd in their embrace^ 
(For what efcapes the fun's obferving rays ?) 
He told th' affronted god of his difgrace. 
Ah fooiilh fun ! and much unikilPd in love 
Thou haft an ill example fet above ! 
Never a fair offending nymph betray, ^35 

She*ll gratefully oblige you every way: 
The crafty fpoufe around his bed prepares 
Nets that deceive the eye, and fecret fnarcs ; 
A journey feigns, th* impatient lovers met. 
And naked wtte expos'd in Vulcan*s net. . ^40 • 

Tkc 
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I'hc gods <)cride the criminals in chainsi 

And fcarce from tears the Queen of Love refrains t 

Nor could her liands conceal her guilty face, 

Sii£ wants that cover for a<DOther place. 

To furly Mars a gay fpcStator faid» 64^ 

Why fo uneafy in that envy'd bed ? 

On me transfer your chains j I *ll freely come 

For your relcafe, and fufier in your room. 

At Icnt^th, kind Neptune, freed by thy defiiies^ 

Mars ,r;oes for Crete, to Paphos Ihe retires, 

Their loves augmented with revengeful fires ; 

Now convcifaot with infamy and Iharoe,. 
They fet no bounds to their licentious flame. 

hu*f honeil Vulcan, what was thy pretence, 

To a6> fo much unlike a god of fenle ? 6551 

They fin in publick, you the fhame repent, 

Convinc'd that loves in creafe witii punillimcnt* 

Though in your power, a rival ne'er expofe,. 

Never his intercepted joys difclofe : 

71tis 1 command, Venus commands the fame» 660. 

Wlio hates the fnares fhe once luftain'd with fhame- 

What impious wretch will Ceres* rites expofe, 
Or Juno's folemm myfteries difclofe ! 
His vvittv torments Tantalus^ defer vcs, 
1 hat thirfts in wave?, and vit^wing banquets llarves.. 665 
liut Venus moft in fccrccy delights ; 
AwaVf ye bablers, from her filcnt rites ! 
No pomp her myfteries attends, no noife ! 
Ko k)unding brali proclaims-the latent joys ! 
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With folded arms the happy pair poflefs, 
Kor (hould the fond betraying tongue confefs 
Thofe raptures, which no language can cxprcfs. 
When naked Venus caft her robes afide, 
The parts obfcene her hands extended hide r 
No girl on propagating beads will gaze, 675 

But hangs her liead, and turns away her face. 
We darken'd beds and doors for love provide; 
What natuit cannot, decent habits hide. 
Love darknefs courts, at moft a gUnnmeriiig light, 
To raifc our joys, and jull oblige the fight. 6$« 

Ere happy men beneath a roof were laid. 
When oaks provided them with food and (hade'; 
Some gloomy cave receiv'd the wanton pair j 
For light too modeft, and unihaded air ! 
Fi'Ofii public view they decently retired,, 685 

And fecretly performed what love (nfpir'd.. 
Now fcarce a modifh fop about the town, 
But boafts with whom, how oft, and where 'twas done; 
They tafte no plcafure, relilh no delight, 
Till they recount what pafs'd the happy nights €^ 

l5ut men of honour always thought it bafe, 
"To proftitutc each kinder nymph's embrace r 
To blait her fame, and vainly hurt his own. 
And furnilji fcandal for a lewd lampoon. . 
And here I mull fome gui% arts accufe^ 
And difingenuous (liifts that lovers ufej 
To wrong the chafte, and innocent abufe. 
"When long repulsM, they find their couttfliip vaio^ . 
Her chara6ler with infamy they (lain : 

3 Dcny'd 
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Dcny'd her perlbn, they debauch her f^iftc, "^of 

And brand her innocence Ni^th public ^ihamc. ^^ 

• • • i * '.'I 

Go, jealous fool, the injur*d beauty guaitl. 

Let every door be lock'd, and ^indotv barr'd ! 

The fuffering nymph remains expos'd towrongY t ,■ 

Her naipe 's a proftitute to every tongue: * jot 

For malice will with joy the lie receive. 

Report, and what it wi(hes true, believe. 

With care conceal whatever defefts you find, ■ 

To all her faults feem like a lover blind. 

Is'akcd Andromeda when Perfeus view'd, fim 

lie faw her faults, but yet pronounced them good, 

Andromache was tall, yet Ibme report 

Her Heftor was fo blind, he thought her fhort. 

At firft what 's naufcous, lelTens by degrees. 

Young loves are nice, and difficult to pleafe. 715 " 

The infant plant, that bears a tender rind. 

Reels to and fro with every breath of wind : 

But (liooting upward to a tree at laft. 

It Hems the ftorm, and braves the l^rongcll Waft. 

Time will defe£ls and blemi flics endear, 720 

And make them lovely to your eyes appear: 

Unufual fcents at firft may give offence ; 

Time reconciles them to the vanqui(h*d fenfe : 

Her vices foften with fome kinder phrafe ; 

If (lie is fwarthy as the negro'lf face, 

Call it a graceful brown, and that complexion praifc. 

The ruddy lafs muft be like Venus fair, 

Oi like Minerva that has yellow hair. 

If 
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If pale and meagre, praife her (hape and youth, 
Aiftive whep (mall, wbeagrois (he 's plump and fmooth. 
Every excefs by fofrening terms diiguife, 
AtiiA in forae neighbouring virtue hide eadi vice. 

Nor ajk hfir age, confultno rcgifter, 
Vnder whofe reign ihe '» bom, or what '» the year f 
Ifiiding youth checkers her hair with white, 7 ] $ 

Eacperience makes her perfe£l in delight ; 
In her embrace Aiblimer joys are found,. 
A fruitful foil, and cultivated ground ! 
7^ bour^ enjoy whilft youth and pleafures laft. 
Age hurries on, and Death purfues too faft. 749 

Or plough the Teas, or cultivate the land, 
Or wield the (word in thy adventurous hand : 
Or much in love thy nervous flrength employ. 
Embrace the fair, the grateful maid enjoy ; 
Pkafure and wealth reward fhy pleafing pains^ 74^ 

The labour *s great, but greater far the^ains. 
Add tlicir experience in affairs of love. 
For years and praftice do alike improve;. 
Their arts repair the injuries of time,. 
And ftill prefcrve them in rheir charming prime : 7 50 
In varyM ways they a6t the plcafure o'er. 
Not piftur'd poftures can inftruft you more. 
They want no courtfhip to provoke delight. 
But meet your warmth with- eager appetite :. 
Give me enjoyment, when the willing dame 75 $ 

Glows with ddircs, and burns with equal flame, 
I love to hear the foft tnrnfporting joys, 
■JTlie frequent iighs, the tender murmuring voice: 

Ff To 
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To fee her eyes with vary'd pleafurc move, 

And all the nymph confefs the power of love. 76^ 

Nature 's not thus indulgent to the young, 

Thcfc joys alone to riper )-cars belong : 

Who youth enjoys, drinks crude unready wine. 

Let age your girl and fprightly juice refine. 

Mellow their fweets, and make the tafte divine. 765 

To Helen who'd Hcrmione prefer. 

Or Gorge think beyond her mother fair t 

But he that covets the experienced dame, 

Shall crown his joys, and triumph in his flame. 

One confcious bed receives the happy pair : 776 

Retire, my Muie ; the door demands thy care. 
What charming words, what tender things are (aid! 
What language ftows without thy ufelefs aid ! 
There (hall the roving hand employment find, 
Infpire new flames, and make ev*n virgins kind. 77} 
Thus Hcftor did Andromache delight, 
He£lor in love viftorious, as in fight. 
When weary from the field Achilles came, 
Thus with delays he raised Brifeis' flame. 
Ah, could thofe arms, thofe fatal hands delight, 78d 
Infpire kind thoughts, and raife thy appetite ! 
Could*ftthou, fond maid, be charm'd with his embrace. 
Stained with the blood of half thy royal race ? 

Nor yet with fpecd the fleeting pleafures waftc, 
5rill moderate your love's impetuous haftc : 785 

The bafhful virgin, though appearing coy. 
Detains your hand, and hugs thcprutfcr'd joy, 

. Thai 
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Then view her eyes with humid luftre bright^ • ' 

Sparkling with rage, and trembling with delight : 

Her kind complaints, her meiring accents hear, 7^0 

The eye flie charms, and wounds the liftcning ear. 

Dffcrt not then the clafping nymph's embrace^ 

But with her love maintain an equal pace : 

Kaife tQ her heights the tranfports of your foul,. 

And fly united to the happy goal. 795 

Obfcrvc thefe precepts when with leifure bleft, 

1^0 threatening fears your private hours molcft j 

When danger's near, your aftive force eraploy^ 

And urge with eager fpeed the hafty joy : 

Then ply your oars, then pra£tiic this advice, 8oa 

And ftrain with whip and fpur, to gain the prize. 

The work 's complete: triurnphant palms prepare. 
With flowery wreaths adorn my flowing liair. 
As to the Greeks was Podalirius* art. 
To heal with medicines the afliiiled part: Zo< 

Neftor*s advice, Achilles' arms in field, 
Automedon for chariot-driving fkill'd; 
As Chalchas could explain the myftic bird, 
And Telemon could wield the brandifli'd fwoi^d : 
Such to the town my fam'd infl:ru<^ions prove, 81^ 

So much am I renown'd for arts of love: 
Me every youth fliall praife, extol my name, ,^ 
And o'er the globe diffufe my lalling fame. 
I;atms provide againft the fcornful fair; 
Thus Vulcan arm'd Achilles for die war, 815 

Whatever youth fhall with my aid overcome. 
Ami lead his Amazon in triumph home j 

Ff* Let 



Let him thar con<juer3, and enjoys the dame, ' "1 

In gra th u cle for hi 5 i Q ft runted fla me , : . - :? «| j ^ > .l 

Jnfcribe the fpoils with my aufpicions tiaint. '^ ' ! ' J 

The tender girls my precepts next demaad; '' ' " ' 

.Them 1 commit to a more ikilful h&ni^''''"' V '' ' ' ' ^^^ 

' ■'.' ^^.'^Ac V'.; iK.i C 

•.••'-••■-•• ' '■ . • • . -■ : M .,nf (-1; • n' 
AN E88A.lr, ON THE CHARJWCrTK|l.f>rPoT:..i7/ 

SIR WILLOUGHBYi A5^^^^^ 
LATE OF ASTON IN CHK^iidi^i^^ 



■ ■ ■ "'1 mia // 
TO THE LADY CREWE OF UTKINTON, 



';WAbAM, 



TV S when the eagle, with a parent's love^ 



:'■■// 



Prepares her young to^ifit realms kbovc : ' • - '- 
With heaven's Full luftre ftife allures hire on, ' ' ^.'-'i'-^ 
Firft to admire, and then approach the £\it j ^ *■ ^ '• i 
Unweary'd he fur\'€?ys the 6rb of light, • • t ' r. r ^ 

Charm'd by tfic object t6 ttiaintain his flight. ' - 'i-' /^i" 

To you th*'a(pirjng')Vlnfe her labour brings, - 
Thus tries Its 'fetei and dVnj expands her Svin^st'-^ 
Tempted to gaze on your atfpicious light, a- ' '-^'i I 
This hafty birth toi fbii direfts its flight ; ■ - ^ • 'il i:i ^'io 
The beauties of ybur iiiitad tr^nfported- vi^ws, - : ■ ^ ' . 
Admiring iings, arid pkas'd her flight ptrrfiifes*' ^ '-::,/ 

Permitthefeidofc, 'unHmfti'dlthesio^lfiitin*-^-^ '^^^'■■ 

The kind prote6lion of yoik parent s name : 

Though 



ON §tJL W^I^Lpypp^Y^ ASTON. 437 
Though void of orn^mqits, ^nd every grace, fs 

^ccept the piece, as (|c^d to ycjiirrice/ ^'' *;" ' 
tVhere you h^h9ldyour jg;reat fbrtfathjwilcfitt'c, , ^ 
And trace the fpr^i^gs frpn^ whence'yovi'r virtues cai^e: 
.Siprey the triumphs, an^.the hobours view, y " 
That by along defcent devotve on you. lo 

In vain the Mufe her vanquilh'd pencil tries. 
Where unexhaufted ftoMs oF beauty rile 2^ . v 
Languid and faint her labours mud appear, 
^ilfe :^oif thinfoend heir feireft chafttOer, i 

So bright in you your father's graces (hine, 15 

Ahd ail thte %4rtuc* of your ancient lioe ; 
That none with pleafure can the copy view, 
Whillt the original furvives in you. 



"ITTHATman renownM f what Britiih. worthy's piaife 

^^ Infpires the Mufe ! and conlecrates her lays! 
Record thy Avon's celebrate name, 
J^ifplay his virtues, and tranOnit his fame. 
lUuftrious a£^ion$ to thy care belong^ 5 

And form the beauties of heroic, fong : . 
None e'er appesirM with To immense a itore« 
Kor ever grac'd harmonious numbers mor^. 

Nor fiain, my Mufe, with thy officious tears^ 
.The bright example for fucceeding years : -to 

,Whilft others in deje£)£d notes complaif). 
Sublime thy (bng, attempt a nobler ftrain. 
With verlc afluage his pious off-fpring's care, 
A.nd calm tlx fonows of the weeping hir : 

F/3 Di^L 
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Difpcl the (hades that fate untimely fpread, i ^ 

And ceafe to mourn forthe immortal dead. 

Where out-ftrctch*d Britain in the ocean *s lofi:. 
And Dee and rapid Mercy bound the coaft; 
There hills arife with fylvan honours crownM, 
There fruitful \'ales and ihady ftreams abound, it 

!Not Median groves, not Tempo's boafted plain. 
Nor where Pa6lolus* fands inrich the main. 
Can yield a profpeft fairer to the fight. 
Nor charm with fcenes of more auguft delight. 

Here Lupus and his warlike chiefs obtained 25 

Imperial fway, and great in honours reign'd : 
Deriving titles from their fwords alone, 
Their laws prefcrv'^d, and liberties their own. 

As when two fwclling floods their waves oppofc, 
Nor would confound the urns from whence they lole: 30 
But by dct^rccs uniting in a itrcam, 
Forget their fountains, and become the fame. 
Thus firovethe Britains \^ith the Norman race, 
Vicrce with their wTongs, and confcious of difgracc ; 55 
Rut when the fury of their arms was o'er, "j 

Whom tliirft of empire had engag'd before, l 

Now Fricndfiiip binds, and Love unites the more. J 
From whom a longdefcent of worthies (hine, 
Juft to the glofies of their martial line r 
Admiring Fame their matchlefs force records, 40 

Their bounteous minds, and hofpitable boards. 
Where Weever hallens to receive the Dane, 
Rcfiellxing with united ftreams the plain ; 

A rifing 
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A riling fabrick, with majeftic grace. 
Demands the tribute of thy lofty praife, 45 

There Afton. Hands confpicuous to the fight i 
To Afton, Mufe, direft thy pleafmg flight I 
From far the pompous edihce behold, 
.Juftthe proportions, and the flrudlure bold. 
Beauty is there with elegance exprefsM, 50 

ImprovM with art, with native grandeur blefs'd* 
What nobler objed could the worthy find, 
To fignalize the greatnefs of his mind : 
Than to adorn, with fo auguft a frame. 
The place that gave his anceftors a name ? ^5 

Delightful fcene ! thy patron's early care, 
Who raised thee up magnificently fair : 
He form'd thy beauties, and encreasM thy ftorc, * 

Gieat in thyfelf, but in thy founder mor«. 

From generous Hudard, whofe victorious fword * 60 
Made Afton ftoop beneath a foreign lord, 
Twenty fucccflive chiefs defcended down j 
Illuftrious all, and matchlefs in renown. 
When injur'd barons durft by arms rcftmin 
•Their fovereign's pride, on the embattled plain ; 65 
And rival rofes, with impetuous rage, 
Involv'd in blood the next defccnding age : 
Or when abroad we nobler conquefts fought, "" 

For Empire ftrovc, for Fame and Beauty fought j 
Their great exploits our Britifh annals grace, 70 

And ancient bards inunortalize the race. 
No lineage can a nobler fubjeft yield, 
Nor oftener ibai'd die triumphs of the field : 

F f 4 Renown'^ 



RenownM in \var,'iiy ah* ihdcft!'dtiJPf%lk«^'^ tir- ^oit ^^l 
tVorthy tlicirhi§hdiEf(teitt',^ itfjagtoiHdu*tt«ttlte;.K.voiqip^j: 

But thotj^'^fi^iimny |»(nirwf»ftl^ <i;ii tjrA 

To form the luftreitf tiftfd**Ie inier' '•■'"" fiiK> '^^rn^ 
Pafsnot, ungratefiilf nymph^ neglcffteC^^^ /it»\il orIT 
A ihaderenown^dPr anattrethst-cami^'Ahel'- - *'i& ^aA 
•Bir father' »j^ito'#i&^wfdl'^e^ |i»a^^ 
AndraiTe thy flight it4th^lieFtr2^iff}x>rtl^^ ^hi^uk 

WhcD loud Sedksdli t&ird4£midrlf Ibnliy ^ifj y))oI «r)H 
To merit wreath^ tu&tf ii^lizt'hn woH|l|!f'it ItfjlncO 
Hi| bounteous inM^fttp|>ly^«r'^-i^ya1 pm, i'^-^-i-in^-p, loi 
Wkh flowing fortuli£^>- aikiihi fekh^ .h4r»t^::^>' i^c i>r|| 
His fword and pctf \«M4ritwA^la jttft4(lf«MK: ri^gur^i.-iT 
Of fuffering prdaifeV v^i^^a injor^d^nte^i "Vv jn?£DltO 
And asiome iniMi|:lR iwotfy by huiiger^ni&^f irri rbu? 
With boundtoAfiM^f wtilUtxiiepUifis iiiM«|^/ i ;nh itif 
ilatifhebeartcteUbAfvttivfiBilvotcef / .-• .07«fi:ua|* 
His head he cAODhcf^^atid'Contrftdss his pntijcKi^tr/i -t.-fT 
Thus raging^£^n fliurtiiir'd in its ^ixiKi:'^. -^u bi.''. rls- 11 
Heilrain'd and aMr^^^hlt^tlbiimar pea r> fi) . fr vit -ug 
And when RehcMi^ti^irrai^^ ti» guiicy ifeatL, '^^ \ t^vci cP- 
J|efore fats arms the vanquUh*'dl raonfter^fled.: : .:i'> oi vif^ 

Immortal Afcd<r?>1foewdkfB4gefrcft! ' a»i-^ fixroi /»' 
With joysy-Aat W*viM- reb^l taftcd, WcfeMV "^ :-=« 't; :» "I 
As champion for the itcrffdHtracttcfnoKfiV'^ ' rj^l.^LnX 
Accept this tribute fr6m ft gratefttipdat'^^ (Tn-?*. i-.'/fr 
9inn to the churchy and l^y^l to the cfoorii^ ^ <; v f; ;{vabr 
Is more than Airte; and fan6^rfift refiiowa.^ i- • f^ > i^ii A 

Nor wooder^ihen-IbmaDy'gnitei^ ftfirt^d^ Sj^v. awfiW 
TofonnihcperfeatoiltHri<lf1lilttiUMlj./^no( ^hus sii^ 

& 
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He from his aw^flOQjjchsilEJflrf^iFfife^^ n! ' .-fv.f^' ? W 

And firft tl\yjifti^a'%«>at(;y<!6 i^^fffL^ijiMryty^ ; -.> 
From early youth to natijy<a,|f^flt:4^QayTi.- .,^; :,r. : .. 
The lively ieawi?s&^i|i«fbcv*fy?t«?9?r'.r^^^.i;. ..:..:: .{:..- 
And give each, iLia^<^iiti!SS9^Yie,gt?^Siv'fT»> :»bfiu1 .'. 
cJGrandettran4iwtMft|n:bi«,^pefSHVWW'.4^^ i:,i!ti:Hfl=» 
Augufthlt.|jf©%i|fifKi^«ilMs«i4iftfci^f^ v.^T -iiri!>aA 
His lofty {btuiJt>>^4l^Wb»gukl|*j4jx>i^ hr r^ /rsrfv/ 
Confefs'd the gfeato^pf a^mfgtiiiM!?sy,w ih:»m ol^ 
For generous ii»tutctfurify*|!^rcia^i/:. o-,^^,,-....,rr ^/H 
r,|ftid o'er the body fg^^A^ bipi4 W l - - ,^ - ai vofi /iUlf 
Through e¥«ry pltttinfog«iBg.ft)wi!5»'%%r, k-j;. i-TOv/l till 
Difdain reftraiBi^mxl fpaiido^itilhc ^.ffii.h'yfj :3.t;t!»'Bi/) V) 
Such genefol^ dnfixev. fiK^ftlSfUf f^pM^jr. -^frcH ^s bnA 
His limbs adomM,, and'mumpli'4kkfliM A(«bfifr>r{ ^J^; vV 
' ^^But as the earth, iiiberca^ciQaj|.«tilll|2if:^ oH^rMt 
The fplendidmarufltofhcr mii»^.c<milNli«i ^ U'*^ Hii 
With fading flpflRersibe|Aintrth6^lfiM£i09te^£T:^in wiH' 
ButinwanlfliinetwitfottDexteMiile4>^(ftff«, hr*,, f/ntfiify^sif 
So lovely fbrm*-aicattma9kindb«fi9W^.,;>. n-jrlwimA 

?Ollly to dignify ihctftKttl'jtfthoik? ../ •ii rr\:. >.id ^kA^ 
Within the beams of fparkUng wit we fia4*> Uro.T^mT 
The charms of^fcufe* an^k<i!iR>(wsiQ&tbe*wfo^V'>f tiuV; 
Indulgent Nat^w- ihu* bcr-hpiMlfy'#i$i^'4t^ t^r^mnuAy .; A 
Thus every (hiniqgfac«ihy^^:)etew'd;:: ->•;.' :'-7i . : h ^ 7.>>>A 

^•^khftorcs inritah^d his'intell^ftuJiWifan -i'-^: j.h o? ,-»jtf 
And form'd theluftreofiiUfiUBd'COiBp^e8&r.:.>.. ^-tm . 

Where aged f^biBm iii:£»mM iDeanders flonrt^: : ^ 10/: 
His early youth a (oftmiitment kittle I :>^ . : rrry < 

> itr , ^ Til 
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To reft beneath the yenerable fliade. 
Where Spcnfer fung, and Cowley's Muicwas laid. 
Propitious Nature had prepared before, 
A mind tenacious of the learned ftorc : 
The flowing fprings of knowledge to receive. 
And take impreflions faftas art could giTC. 
' Aufpicious Cham I not all thy boafted race 
Of tuneful youths, that celebrate thy praifc; 
' That in the varioMs fpheres of learning fliine, 
Belov'd by Phoelwis and the facred Nine} 
With nobler wreaths did^'er thy tempUa crowo» 
Pr add, like him, to thy diffused renown.' 

And next the flowing robe employ 'd his care. 
And bulky volumes of the painful bar : . 
Though wealth and fitboe the toilfome feanch attend^, 
Yet he purfued it (for a nobler end. 
•Obfcure and intricate our laws appear, . 

Perplex'd with comments that fhould makeitbem^ cU 
His juftice through the gloomy mifts furvey'd. 
And Reafon found' by fubtleties betray'd ; 
I With Eloquence he fmooth'd the rugged .way". 
And fcatter'd fhades with Judgment'^ piercing ray. 

He Nature in her dark receffes fought. 
And with Philofophy fublim'd his thought. 
In all the various parts of learning ikiiPd, 
That Grecian fages, or the Roman, yield ; 
He from the ancients drained their richell Aort, 
Refining ftill with wit the fparkling ore. 
Nor did he want the lyre's harmonious found, 
Whofe pleafmg accents all his labours cibwn d : 
3 



I 
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The tuneful lyre, that charms us with delight, 
Repels our cares, bund, glads the tedious night ; 165 

Reftrains our palfions, calms our furious rage, 
The joy of youth, and the relief of age. 
His piercing faculties, ferenely bright. 
Let inward to the foul diftin6ker light : 
His fenfcs exquiiite, and reafbn found, - 
Surmounted all the obftacles they found. 
In knowledge vers'd, in learning's depths profound. 

Nor were his hours to books alone confin'd. 
His perfon was accompli fh*d as his mind : 
He us*d his weapons withadmir'd fuccefs, 17^ 

Excell'd in courtfhlp, and a kind addrefs. 
Whether he urg-d the courier to his fpecd. 
Or temper'd, with his ikill, the fiery fteed ; ^ 

When foaming at the- ring he fpuj«n« the iands, 
Repeats his ftrokes, and launches as he (lands : i8(* 

W?th grateful gefture he did each command. 
And ply'd his reins with an inftru^ive hand* 
Or whether, to the fportive dance inclin'd, 
In lively mcafures he the concert join'd : 
None ever mov^d with more majeftic pace, 1 85 

Show'd greater art, or more becoming grace. 

His flowing wit, with foiid judgment join*d. 
Talents united rarely in a mind. 
Had all the graces and engaging art. 
That charm the ear and captivate the heart. 190 

No pointed fatire, nor moFo£e difdain, 
Allay'd the pleafurc of his words with pain : 

Hi» 



Hij^ inoffcnftve tottgi|€^ fromjiander frcc^ .. 

From i*latt^ry^*8 vice, or b|^i^4 ^^^W^/i .. i, "^ .\ [^^ 
Knew alljlie (pring^ that fecret paliibiis tnove, '^195 
tolfc adhiiration, orinfpare with loVe. ' •= ' -'^^ 

Sententious 9jBa itiftru£tive hu difeouric,'^ I ' ' , ^ 
Heurg'd his rcalons with reflfilefs force.^ ' ^'- i/.- 

A lively ploquenc«i adomM his thought^ . ' ; ' '" '',1. 
And hippjrturns of wit ocfiurr'd unfougl^t: "^ " "/ iff 
fikpreffive worcjs His flowing; fenf^ cpnvcy^4, ' * ,^ 
Juil were hjs thoughts, apd powerful to pcirtiade, ' ; 

But, goddefs, np'w' a no\>ler (bene fuf viey. 
Expand thy wings^ thy brighteft chaVms'dtfptk/! 'y\ 
What various bcaiLitics. here diftraft thy fight'! ' ittfj 
What virtues that funnount thy towering i^ghr?' ' / 
As namelefs ftars, that form the gal^i^y, V ^ 

With undiftinguifliM luftre gild the iy j , ~ ' ! '^\ 

So ihone the graces that adorn'd his niind* 
And with conccnterM rays their beauties joined : ft !• 
Whofe lucid numbers but repel thy light, 
And, thus united, £orm one glorious orb of lights 

His riper years to wifdom he apply *d, 
£ach path purfucd, and every conqueft try'd : 
Wifdom, the darling attribute alone, di^ 

*By which th' Almighty *s more diftinftly kn'dwn t 
And, when contra£lcd to a narrow f^n. 
Becomes the nobleil faculty of man. 

Through bopks he trac'd her in the pleaAng chace, 
H^nfack'd their llores, and ftill maintain'd his pace: txo 
With crowds, and bufy meay heftrovetofind 
The flying fair, the objeft of hit miad : 
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Through fpecious arts, through alt their vain dilgiiiife, * 
He faw, diftihguifli'd, and obtain 'd* the prized ' 

His mind, with each fiipcrior talent fraught,, a*« 
For councils form'd his enterprising thoug^ht : 
Quick oF.difpatch, difcrect in every truft| \ . 

Rigidly honcft, and fevercly juft. '. 

Tliough kind'nefs in his generous bofbm rcign^d| ' . 
The dignity of power he fiill maintain 'd : 1^9 

None e'er difcharg'd affairs with more addrefs, ' ' '. 
Scrv'd better j)ublic pofts, or fought them lefs* 

Hisiconflancy appeared In every ftate, 
Fix'd and unnrK)v'd as the decrees of fate : 
"Kg flu£tuating doubts his mind diftrefs'd, 2^^ 

Nor fliook the flrpng foundations of his breaft. 
His refolution bore him ftiH above 
The rafli cfftcls of enmity or love : 
JFirm on the bafis of himfclf he flood, 
Cf right tenacious, pennanenr in good*. jr49 

Heofe flow'd a courage unallayM with fear, 
A mind undaunted, and a confciehce clear : ' 
With innocence and virtue for a guide, . , " 

,§uccefsfully he ftem'd th' impetuous lidfe. 
Intrepid. .thus he revolutions bore, / ' 14^ 

Nor deviated from paths he trod before r . "' . ' 

The power of fortune lull difdaia'd to own, 
Noi^jCpurted (miles, nor fiink beneath her frqwh, *,^^" ' 
- . jHpJ*?rv*4 his country, with rcgarcls above •' ^" ] ' 
rHieconimpnyicwspf merceiiary'Ipyc : " " ' '/'^'SP 
His palfion fuch, if not cbctended* more, ' * • ' _ 
^ jU/^^s Romans* to t^cir Xatlmn bore. • ' ' ' ^■" '■ '-■ - 

Nj 
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No fpccious kindncfs popularly feignM, , . ^ 
By intereft rais'd, or with ambition ftaiu'd : r; , •/ 
The tender piety his aftions fliow'd, 2$$ 

From duty fprung, from fond aflfedion flowed. 

Untainted with the ftain of either vice> ; 

Of lavilh vvafte, or grafping avarice : .-' 

Nor fqander'd wealth, nor with a fordid breaft * 

Condemn' d to hoards the trcafurcs he poifcfs'd. 260' 

His hofpitable roof, with plenty ftor'd, T 

Enjoy'd the bleffings of a fmiling board : . , .■ . y.\ 

Heaven, that had bleft'd him with a large incrcafc, -^ 
Gave him a foul deferving to poffefs. .-^ 

The father's loyalty defcended down, £&o 

Endear'd by fufferings, to his rival fon. 
As Hannibal purfued the Roman ftate, 
With double portions of his father's hate : ..^ 

Such fix'd averlion in his bofom fprung, 
And aim'd his foul againft our fa6tions, young ; i7» 
A murder'd prince, and ilaughter*d parent's, fate. 
On the rebellious race entail 'd his hate : 
Firm to the crown his duty he retained, 
And o'er his heart his rightful monarch reign'd. 

View beauties yet of a fublimer kind, 27^ 

The heavenly oflf-fpring of a pious mind : 
Charms that from innocence and virtue flow, 
That to religion all their fplendor owe ; 
Where no obfcuring fpots their luflre hide, 
By crimes untainted, undeform'd with pride, tSo*^ 

Blefs'd Charity, the pui^ etherlal ray, 
That heaven itfelf does to our breafts convey j 

la 
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In larger portions to his bofom came, 
And o*cr his foul diffus'd a ftronger flame. 
In him the wretched always found relief, 285 

Patron of want, rcdi-cffcr of their grief : 
To him th' afflit^ed never fued in \'ain, 
He felt their miferies, and eas'd their pain. 
In midll of plenty free from fenfual vice. 
Nor more induig'd than nature would fufiice : 290 

The calm and equal temper of his foul 
Did every guilty appetite control ; 
Within their womb the vicious feeds fupprefs'd, 
And ftrangled forming paiTions in his breaft. 

I The Church in himenjoyM a faithful fon, 2:95 

Whofe duty with his early years begun : 
A virtuous life his juft obedience (howM, 
And from religion his affedion flow'd j 
Long application fix'd his htart fccure. 
He iearch'd her dofbrines, and he found them pure. 300 

The liturgy employ'd his daily care, 
His public worfhip, and his private prayer : 
To all its rites conformity he paid, 
The fervicc lov'd, and difcipline obeyM. 
Such ftrong devotion, fuch cclefiial fire, 305 

Inflam*d his heart, and did his bread infpire : 
As if religion had engrofs'd the whole, 
And heaven rcmain'd the objedl: of his foul, 

Defcend, my Muic ; here flop thy plealing flight, 
For mournful profpe61:s, gloomy (hades of night, 310 
Attend the laft expiring fcene of life, 
A painful coaflidl:^ and unequal drife^ « 

Where 



^4S YALDEN'* POEMS. ^ 

Where Nature laDgtttfhes beneath the weight ■ ' 

Of racking toFOients, and approaching fate. 

Whh matchlefs patience, and undaunted mind, 3141 

He bore his anguiih, and hi« fi>ul refign'd :• 

As he the glorious profpe£k kept in viewr 

And our old world rejc^d fbr the n«w. 

The bounteous heavens their fmitfui bfeffihgt fhe^t 
And chaAt Lucina crown*d his nuptial bed : 31* 

From whence a fair and numerous oflf-fpriog came. 
The happy pledges of a mutual flame. 
From waslike Hudard, founder of his race, 
Twenty renown'd defcents his lineage grace : 
And fn^m hi» loins complcar the nvmber ^ung, 3 25 
For every anceftor a fmiling youngw 

The happy hufband of ^ matchlefs dame> 
Endear'd by virtues, and unbkmiih'd fame : 
Ko guilty pailion ever claim'd a part, 
Theconfortof his bed cngrofs'dhis heart; 33a 

As t\vo fair tapers burn with equal flame. 
Their heat proportion'd, and their light the fame-i 
And though by flow degrees they both decline. 
Both to the laft with the fame luflre Ihine : 
Such equal flames infpirM the happy pair, 35^ 

Alutual their paflions, and the fame their care : 
Though years expir*d, and youth confumM away. 
Their fond afiedfcions never felt decay. 

As when the fun our hemifphere reflgns, 
He leaves us light, and by refle6^ion fbincs : 34^ 

And when the gloomy interval is o'er. 
He rifcs brigh^aud. glorious as before.. 

Such 
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ich likenefs in his fucceflbr we fuidy 

eft as the image of himfelf behind ; 

(bh all the virtues of his race endued } 345 

he happy father's in the ibn rebew'd. 

Mcthinks I fee a pompous tomb anfcy • 

cauteous the form, magnificent the fize ; 

nchas'd with ore, with well-wrought marUe mndt, 

fonhy the artrft, and the glorious (hade. ' 3S^ 

Crowds of ojfficious angers wcep' atoundy 

^ith lamps extmgui(h*d, and thei^ rd>e» unbocrad'! 

^ith heads reclin'd, and drooping wings they mourji, 

)rm'd to fuftain, and grace the ponderous urn. 

In abje6b poftures, and a flowing drefs, J$5 

>ftures that love and tendernefs exprcfs : 

he facrcd Nine furround the fpacious tomb, 

nd fprcad infeftious forrows o'er the dome; 

heir lyres unftrung are thrown neglc£>ed by, 

nd fcatter'd wreaths in juft diforder lie. 360 

High in the midll is his efEgies plac'd, 

he boaft of art, with every beauty gracM. 

dvancing age in every line appears, 

nd fhades his brow with honourable years : 

ift to his form, his looks diifembled right, 365 

"ith joy detain the fond fpe6tator's fight. 

ifccnding Phoebus crowns tlie upper fcene, 

IS arm extended with triumphant green : 

iie facred wreath around his brows to place, 

ad Ihcdding on him the paternal rays, 3 70 

In vain, alas! wemaufoleumsraife, 

itudi ercd| and pyramids of praife : 

G g A no- 
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A nobler monument remains behind, '^ 

The lively image of bis generous: mind, \ *- 

TJip facred pile raipM by his pious care. Hi 

Magnificent with coft:, with order fair ; 

Adom'dwith all that lavifh.art could give. 

To late pofterity Ihall makj& him live. 

This Aiallrdifiufe his cdebcatedjiame, 

MoK than the hundred tongues of bufy .fame : 3^^ 

His memory frqm dark obiijrion. fave, 

Eludtehisiatfii and tnuml)h.Q'«r the grave* ' - 
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